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"And Glory Shone
Around"
Over the past two months, we
have been re-reading the Gospels
~ according to St. Luke and St.
. ... John, trying to get a clearer picture of the Man Whose birthday
is, even today, the world's most
, ~ universally celebrated holiday.
We tried to read the accounts of
~ his life and preaching as though
for the first time, setting aside as
"~
well as we could whatever in,. terpretations men have put upon
' them. Naturally, we found it impossible to come anywhere close
~.J to a full realization of our objective. Nevertheless, the ext "' perience was a rewarding one,
and what follows are some impressions and some musings that
-1

)

arise out of having made the attempt.
One impression, perhaps not
a very significant one, that struck
us with surprising force in rereading the Gospels was that of
a certain divine cantankerousness in our Lord. People talk
about "gentle Jesus, meek and
mild." We don't know where
that picture of Jesus derives
from, but it certainly does not
derive from the Gospels.
A second impression-indeed
more than an impression, a clearcut conviction-is that Jesus of
Nazareth most certainly did
claim to be the Messiah of Jewish hope and prophesy, the Son
of God. This is evident both
from His own words and from
the reactions of the Jewish
people. It is impossible to read
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the Gospels and come up with
the fatuous conclusion that His
disciples claimed for Him a divinity which He Himself had not
c 1 aimed. His contemporaries
knew well enough what He
meant when He asserted, "Before Abraham was, I am." Such
a claim, spoken within the context of Jewish thought, could
only have been a) reprehensible
blashpemy or b) the ranting of
a lunatic or c) the self-revelation
of the true Messiah. These are
also, for all practical purposes,
the only legitimate conclusions
that modern man can arrive at as
he confronts the person and
claims of Jesus of Nazareth.
It is hard to believe that God
could or would have lived on
earth as man. Worse still, it is
not a happy thought that He
could have walked the earth as
man, and yet remained God, for
His having done so would suggest that man, as man, has the
capacity for containing the divine. This plays hob with our
pleasant rationalization of man
as an imperfect creature struggling up toward perfection and
suggests that perhaps man really
is a fallen creature, a caricature
of what he once was and of what
he was meant to be. God could
not have taken on the form of a
devil, or of an elephant, or of a
tree, and manifested His glory.

But He was "manifest in the ._
flesh."
Christmas, then, shines and • '
sparkles with the glory of God. ~
But it shines and sparkles also
with the glory of man. Lost and ]
condemned mankind rna y be, /. J
foolish and vain may be all of /. I
men's thoughts, but it is never-<r .
theless true that "the Word was
made flesh and dwelt among us,"
and that in this flesh "we beheld «His glory, the glory as of the
only-begotten of the Father."
....It is against the background of<
the Incarnation of our Lord
that Christian people and the
Christian Church views and
judges man. Even Spengler him- .
self could not have been more '- '
a ware of the demonic in man I
and in mankind than is Chris- <r
tianity, but the Christian view ~oo .,
of man asserts that while men
have been possessed by demons
our human frame was once the
habitation of the Eternal God.
Man is not, therefore, an ani- mal to be driven or pushed
around. He is "a figure like unto"'
the Son of God." At his highest,
man is a creature whose company
God desires through eternity. At '
his lowest, man is a horror in
the universe whose very presence
is an affront to God. But let it ;
be said that man could not be
such a horror if he had not been
created with so grand a potential.
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God does not damn the boar to
eternal punishment, possibly be...,. cause the boar has no capacity
for disordering the universe.
Man has the capacity and, therefore, must be denied the opportunity.
Seeing, as we do, through a
..., mirror darkly, we can speak only
in images and in jerky, disconnected sentences. But certainly
is in the story of our
11 there
Lord's Incarnation a who I e
world of significance which we
Christians have only barely be• gun to explore and wh1ch
. our
non-Christian friends have not
even suspected might exist. It is
pleasant for children to concen_. trate upon Baby Jesus lying in
the stall but we who are no
longer children are called to
.. wrestle with the Christmas story.
Here is God, lying in a stable,
while the heavens rejoice. Why
is He here and why should the
' '"' heavens care? Why did He have
.,_. to, or want to, complicate matters by becoming one of us?
' ..,; Perhaps, at the moment, it is
enough that we thank Him that,
-p for whatever reason, He did be~ > come one of us. But as we move
away from the angel songs and
,..l
the glory shining from the
... ..., heavens, as we move on towards
Gethsemane and the place of the
skull, the questions will rise with
new urgency and insistence. All
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of this means something, not
merely in the musings of the
theologian or the sermons of the
pastor, but in the moment-bymoment living of our lives. It is
the greatest concern of the Christian to understand, a little better every day, what that meaning
is .

Geneva
The same people who succumbed to an irrational optimism over last summer's meeting at the summit have succumbed to an irrational pessimism over the recent meeting of
the Big Four foreign ministers at
Geneva. This is not surprising,
for a realistic view of the present
world situation demands more
than emotion. It demands a
calm, almost detached attitude
toward a tremendous p o w e r
struggle which, if it is ever going
to work itself out at all, will do
so only gradually over a long
period of time. One or two conferences will neither build a
world order nor plunge the
world in World War III.
It still seems to us clear enough
that both parties to the struggle
want to become disengaged. The
problem, for both sides, is how
to do so without exposing themselves to the danger of surprise
attack. Neither side is yet pre-
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pared to accept the other's as·
surances that no such attack is
contemplated.
In such a situation, it should
be no surprise to anyone who
has a minimum knowledge of
geography and history that the
insoluble problem is the problem
of Germany. He who controls
Germany controls continental
Europe. For either side, a divided Germany is preferable to a
united Germany within the orbit
of the other side.
We frankly see no solution to
this problem at the moment,
short of the solution which we
suggested, to no one's satisfaction, a few months ago-the solution of a demilitarized and
neutralized zone running from
Scandinavia t h r o u g h central
Europe. Since neither side is going to accept any such solution,
we suspect that we are all just
going to have to learn to live
with an unresolved problem in
the heart of Europe.
Meanwhile, t h e reasonable
grounds for hope are still there.
Day by day, Russians and Americans a n d Englishmen a n d
Frenchmen are coming to understand each other a little better.
We are coming to see each other
not only as fearsome creatures
but as fearful creatures, not only
as potential bomb-droppers but
as potential bomb-droppees. The

knowledge of each other which
we are thus acquiring has already
done much to relax the paralysis
of fear which had gripped us all.
What is chiefly required now
is patience and a dogged determination not to let events get the
mastery over our wills and intelligences. We are neither on
the brink of catastrophe nor on
tl1e outskirts of Utopia. We are
all just up the creek and, momentarily, without a paddle.

1
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Luther Retranslated
A Lutheran is, by definition, a
Christian who follows in the
theological tradition of Martin
Luther. We know of no Christian tradition which demands
more of the layman than does
the Lutheran, for it places final
responsibility for the judging of
doctrine and morality squarely
upon the conscience of the individual Christian. His pastor ad·
vises him, warns him, encourages
him, and gives him the benefit of
his more extensive theological
learning, but ultimately each
Lutheran must work out his own
theology on the basis of his own
study of the Word. This is what
the Lutheran teaching of "private interpretation" means.
It has therefore been all the
more unfortunate that, for years,
the great headwaters region of
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Lutheran theology-the writings
of Luther himself-has been
closed territory to most American Lutheran laymen. Luther
wrote in German and Latin,
languages which are ahnost completely unknown to most Lutheran laymen in our country.
Even a high percentage of Lutheran pastors are no longer
really conversant with German
and so they, too, had to get their
Luther at second or third hand.
The result is what we see all
about us in modern American
Lutheranism. Popular theology,
the everyday working theology
of Lutheran laymen, is a curious
and often inconsistent mishmash of Southern Baptist, Scottish Presbyterian, a n d High
Church Anglican t h e o 1 o g y,
bound together by an attitude of
conservatism and pietism and a
preference for minimal liturgical
forms of worship, with an occasional wild excursion i n to
Anglo-Catholicism. Cut off by a
language barrier from the source
of his theological tradition, the
American Lutheran layman has
sent out lateral roots into the
traditions of the most conservative neighbors he could find in
the New World. Much is to be
said in favor of these neighbors.
It can not, however, be said that
they are Lutheran.
0 ur

congratulations

and
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thanks, therefore, to Concordia
Publishing House and the Muhlenberg Press for having undertaken to restore Luther to the
Lutherans by launching a 15year publishing program under
which Luther's writings will appear in 55 volumes, in English.
Volume 1 of the series, containing Luther's comments on seven
selected psalms, was published
on Reformation Day. Subsequent volumes will be appearing at a rapid enough rate to
keep us well supplied for the
next fifteen years.
~

The Pursuit of Happiness
Some of the more profound
commentators found it difficult
last month to conceal their irritation at the way Princess Margaret's romantic difficulties kept
grabbing headlines which they
thought should be given to more
significant news. By "significant
news," they meant, of course, the
latest variation on the daily
story of murder, rape, arson, corruption, and double-dealing.
With these important things to
think about, why should anyone
get steamed up about the difficulties a 25-year-old woman was
having in choosing between love
and duty?
Perhaps the best answer is
that the Princess was struggling
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through, in a painfully public
way, a problem which every one
of us somewhere along the line
has to wrestle with. It is one of
those unfortunate facts of life
that, so often, the pursuit of happiness runs smack into the roadblock of duty. For many of our
contemporaries, this presents no
problem because they have accepted the proposition that happiness is the end and purpose of
life and thus, itself, man's highest duty. It was a simple faith in
this proposition that prompted
many people to suggest, with a
touch of exasperation, that Princess Margaret just tell those
stuffy old bishops and politicians
to go jump in the lake.

idge, the editor of Punch, saw in
it when he characterized it as a
"royal soap opera." In the person of a distressed young lady, a
nearly universal present-day philosophy of life came into public
conflict with dogma and tradition. We could wish that the
dogma had been more soundly
based on Scripture and we might
wish that the tradition were a
bit less stuffy, but we can not
conceal our gratification that,
for once, the denouncement
came as a surprise instead of the
foregone conclusion that the
happiness worshippers were so
sure it would be.

Actually, of course, the matter
was much more difficult than
that. Princess Margaret happens
to be a devout daughter of the
Church. Its regulations forbid
(we believe wrongly) the remarriage of divorced persons.
She is, moreover, a firm believer
in the monarchy's capacity for
holding together the complicated
structure of nations and protectorates and colonies which is the
Commonwealth of Nations. It
could hardly be presumed that
she would allow personal considerations to cast a shadow over
the integrity of the throne.
Thus there was a bit more in
the story than Malcom Mugger-

Uncriti cal Judgment
We are getting a bit fed up on
liberals, so-called, who react as
automatically to certain words
as conservatives are accused of
reacting to other words.
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To hear some of these selfstyled liberals talk, one would
suppose that the State of Israel
had existed for several centuries ~..., '
and had only lately, and that for
,.
ideological reasons, come into
conflict with its Arab neighbors. ' '
This is, indeed, the impression l
that some Israeli spokesmen
seem to have tried to give in ap- , t
pealing for outside help against
her neighbors.
Let us review the facts. Since

.----------------- ~ -

--------
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the first world war, and more
particularly during and since
... World War II, rather large numbers of Jews born in various
countries of Europe migrated to
v.- Palestine. At the time of their
arrival, Palestine was already occupied by Arabs. The government of Palestine was a British
administration under a mandate
from the League of Nations.

r

After a long campaign of calculated
terror, the new arrivals
~
forced the British to withdraw
_. from Palestine and left the resident Arab population with a
choice between submitting to
Jewish domination or leaving
the country. Large numbers left,
to end up ultimately in refugee
camps as shameful as anything
the modern world has to offer.
The State of Israel came into
existence at midnight, May 14,
1948.
r ..

J

)

1 I

It is an announced principle of
our foreign policy that we will
permit no nation to shoot its way
into the United Nations. We apparently have no such scruples
about permitting a state to shoot
its way into the family of nations, not even when such a
state does so at the expense of
nations which have long been
our friends. And then we get all
hot and bothered when the victims of this aggression, having
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failed to get any help from us,
turn to our enemies for arms.
It is unfortunate that the aggressors, in this instance, happen
to be Jews. The principles at issue get all tangled up with the
emotionally super-charged business of anti-Semitism. We want
no part of anti-Semitism and we
were among the first to condemn
the outrages of the Nazi regime.
But the behavior of Israel, as a
state, has nothing to do with
anti-Semitism. It is simply a
matter of who is aggressing
whom and, as far as we can see,
Israel has asked for what she is
getting. We hope that our conntry will not put itself into the
indefensible position of abetting
an aggressor.
~

Christmas Busy-ness
If there should be a revision of
the liturgy anytime soon, we
would like to suggest that there
be added to the Litany a petition
which would run something
along these lines: "From the officiousness of w e 11-m e a n i n g
brethren, good Lord, deliver us."
And we are not trying to be
humorous, either, for one of the
great hindrances to the living of
a devout and holy life in the
Twentieth Century is the sheer
pressure of the demands made
upon our time by church-con-

8
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nected acttv1t1es which, while
not actually wrong, are of doubtful value. These activities are
most pressing at the very season
of the year when one could
most wish to have a little time
for quiet meditation, Christmas.
In a typical family in a typical congregation, Christmas time
means, for the father, planning,
organizing, and staging t h e
Men's Club Christmas dinner,
helping to decorate the church,
transporting o f f s p r i n g to rehearsals for the Sunday School
program and the day school program, perhaps rehearsing with
the choir, and perhaps helping
out with the Christmas seal
drive, plus of course parallel
community Christmas activities;
for the mother, working on the
Church's community Christmas
display, perhaps s e r v i n g at
church organizations' Christmas
dinners, baking cookies for the
school's Christmas party, perhaps
rehearsing with the choir, perhaps attending Sunday school
program rehearsals. Much of the
real burden, however, falls upon
the children who are expected to
present, annually, more polished
performances of more intricate
songs and pageants. A certain
number of the children can be
expected to crack under the
pressure, but the show must go
on and it must reflect credit

upon teachers and parents.
Behind all of this hoorah there
is, we know, a kindly disposition
and a real desire to add to our
enjoyment of the happiest and
most blessed season of the year.
But that is just the point. Within reasonable limits, we would
like to enjoy the privilege of capturing the joy of the season in
our own way. It doesn't particularly warm us to sit at a long
table in an overheated hall and
eat ham with 300 other people,
even though they be our breth·
ren in the faith. We get less
pleasure from a troupe of prematurely adult children performing m e d i e v a I Slavonic
Christmas chants than we would
get from listening to the kids,
in their sweetly off-key natural
way, shouting the old standby
carols. And as for decorations,
skip the cute lighting effects and
the galvanized scrub evergreens
and give us a big cedar hung
with gaudy ornaments.
And above all else, give us
some time to think, to rememher, and to rejoice.
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The Court Acts

The Supreme Court of the
United States, like all other hu- r r
man institutions, has its ups and
downs, its moments of greatness
and its years of mediocrity. We
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seem to have been blessed these
past couple of years with a
. . ., strong court. Certainly it has not
hesitated to use its very considerable powers to right ancient inAt' justices and to chart a bold
course for our future constitut tiona! development.
In November, the Court handed down two decisions which
many of us have long awaited.
.,. The first decision involved, once
again, the crime of racial perse_. cution, the court holding that
public parks and recreational
., facilities may not be closed to
citizens of the United States on
grounds of race. As a result, in
addition to facing the prospect
,. of having to close its public
school s y s t e m, the state of
Georgia must contemplate the
possibility of having to close its
• parks and golf courses. Fortunately, it still has its churches.
The second November decision forbade the armed forces to
haul discharged veterans back
for trial by military courts martial. As a result of this decision,
a few scoundrels are likely to

.

..;
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get off scot-free for crimes committed while they were in the
service. But to offset, and far
outweigh this, the great mass of
veterans is relieved of the fear
that someday, out of the blue,
they might be compelled to
answer to a court martial for
some alleged misdemeanor committed while they were in the
service and which is now so far
in the past that they would find
it difficult to establish their innocence.
Decisions such as these are reassuring. No one with any real
sense of proportion has doubted,
these past few years, the inherent
vigor of our free institutions.
But for quite a while, the enemies of freedom were on the offensive. Now the tables are
turned. The Court, drawing
upon the ever-fresh vigor of our
laws and our traditions, has
opened up its own offensive
against those who would deny or
limit freedom. We are back on
the highroad of our national
history.

I
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-------------------------BY ALF RED
Either we are getting farther
and farther away from celebrating a Christian Christmas, or
else the companies that manufacture Christmas greeting cards
are way off base. You may remember that a few years ago an
organization was formed with
the sole purpose of putting
Christ back into Christmas.
They may have succeeded in certain areas-the use of the term
"Xmas" is fading, for which
they might be responsible-but
in other areas, and particularly
in the field of Christmas cards
they are losing ground rapidly.
The most recent evidence I
have on this extremely secular
approach to Christmas was gathered in Chicago in the last week
of October. At that time, I
stopped in to look around two
10
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large department stores and the
world's largest book store. All
three had large tables of Christmas cards on display on the
ground floor. Almost all of
these were in boxes of 25 and I
would gather that the bulk of
cards are sold in this manner
rather than by the individua l
care!. If that is so, your chances
of receiving a true Christmas
card this year are slim.
One of the most surprising
things about Christmas cards is
that you seldom receive two
alike. Once you get past the 100
mark your chances of getting
duplicates increase, but I wouldn't even venture a guess at the
number of different cards put
out each year. I counted the
types available in one of these
stores on just one table and there

-
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were 93 completely different
cards. The amazing thing about
it all was that only four were
even vaguely Christian Christmas cards, either in appearance
or in text.
The tendency this year seems
to be toward clever cartoons or
pictures and short, snappy greetings. Santa Claus appeared on
over 15 of the varieties, which, I
think, is down from previous
years. In most of the Santa pictures, he isn't doing any of the
traditional
chores of coming
....
down a chimney, driving reindeer, or filling a stocking. No,
instead he is doing all sorts of
clever things not normally associated with old Saint Nicholas.
A competitor of his this year is
the snowman or snowmen, as the
case may be. They are small,
• jolly-looking fellows u s u a 11 y
shown dancing around waving
strands of green and red decora! ..
tions.
In an attempt to combine a
little of the religious with the
secular, s o m e manufacturers
have gone m strongly for pictures of angels, or what they
think the customers might think
are angels. They are not my
idea of angels. Actually they are
cute little girls wearing wings
...
and they are a far cry from the
heavenly host mentioned by St.
Luke.

.
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The majority of the cards were
either decorative or scenic. These
included candles and ornaments
in attractive arrangements,
wreaths, or photographs of snowy
landscapes. A favorite in this
category is the old New England
village under a couple feet of
snow. In these scenes the snow is
always smooth and clean though
it is evident it is being trampled
and dirtied by the feet of horses
and local residents shown on the
card. My favorite in the scenic
class is the selection of Currier &
Ives prints. No one has equalled
them in drawing a winter's landscape.
I have no argument with the
pictorial card if the text inside
the card makes any sense in connection with Christmas, but I
regret to say that most of them
don't. In an effort to keep the
message pithy, a large number
were limited to two words, "Season's Greetings". Others contained such brisk .Jllessages as
"Cheery Holiday Greetings" or
"Happy Yuletide", the latter being completely secular and actually pagan in origin. None of
these messages mean much of
anything to me.
Now if ever there was a time
of the year when you can wish a
friend something wonderful, it
is at Christmas. In the true
spirit of Christmas you can wish

12
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him joy, peace, and hope which
are his as gifts from the Babe of
Bethlehem. These aren't long
words-joy, peace, hope-and I
don't think the card manufacturers are doing their customers
any favor by excluding them in
order to keep the message short.
Could it be that the customers
don't want to wish their friends
anything b u t a meaningless
"Season's Greetings", or have
the majority forgotten what
Christmas is all about?
I am still wondering who buys
these cards and whom they send
them to. I am happy to say they
don't send them to me. About
99% of the Christmas cards we
received last year were Christian
cards. Some contained verses
from Scripture, and most expressed a sentiment in the text
which was in keeping with the
true spirit of Christmas.
This whole business of sending
Christmas cards is getting more
complicated. every year, and few
indeed are the persons who
haven't said on December 26th,
"We're just not going to send so
many cards next year." Next
year we end up sending more.
The process of card sending
begins for most persons late in
November or early in December
with the assembling of a list of
friends and relatives to whom
cards must be sent. The total

number comes to around 40.
However, going through last
year's cards you spot 23 more •
who sent you cards and who
should get a card from you this
year. Going through your address book you turn up 20 more
whose names should be added to
the list. And finally you remem- ,_
her the 6 new neighbors and the
8 new people at the office. With
the addition of the names of the
folks you met on vacation last
summer and whom you promised
to write as soon as you got back
but didn't, your list is over 100. ., .

Suddenly you discover that
some relatives have moved since
last Christmas and you don't
have their new addresses and so ,..
you write to mutual relatives
and friends in an attempt to get ~ ,
your addresses up to date. This
.
consumes more t1me
th an expect- ...
ed and you are later getting at
the cards than you had planned.
But one night you do sit down
at the table with the cards and
addresses in front of you. Filled
with all kinds of good intentions ~ '
you remark how nice it is to be
able to write a note on each
card because it personalizes the 1- •
greeting so much more than
just signing it. Your good inten- 'tions hold up for about the first • "
ten cards. Card by card from that
point on the notes get shorter
and shorter until at the 30 mark

.,
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the note consists of little more
than "We now have three children. Do write soon." ,I'm not
strong on this business of writing notes, particularly since it is
difficult to think of what you
and this other family have in
common. Of course if it is someone with whom you keep in
touch, they know already that
you have three children. If it is
someone whom you write only
at Christmas, they won't remember if three means you had an
addition in the past year or if
you've had three for the past
five years. Most notes I've read
on cards have been limited to
accounts of the number of children at present and a general
report on the status of the
health of the entire family. Anything else in these notes seems
to have been added because there
was still too much white space
on the back of the card.
What to do when the cards arrive requires some thought.
Many open them as they arrive.
Others hold them and open
them in batches. I'm in the latter
school. Since very few can resist opening an envelope addressed to them, I would suppose
that most cards are opened upon
arrival. I can never remember
the cards or the persons who
sent them if I open them immediately because our mail ar-
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rives at nine in the morning and
my mind doesn't function at its
best at that hour. We hold our
cards until a few nights before
Christmas and then separate
them into four batches, opening
one batch each night until
Christmas Eve. Some of my
friends do that too, but they
point out it is impossible under
this method to discover whom
you missed sending a card to who
just sent you one. One of these
families has partially solved the
problem by opening only those
with postmarks from strange
towns. They admit to being
highly frustrated when the postmark is smeared or otherwise illegible.
There are always surprises
when you open the cards. The
most frequent one comes from
receiving a card from the person you didn't send a card to this
year because they didn't send
you one last year. This feeble attempt to cut down your card list
by eliminating those who missed
you last year is never very successful. It ends up by each of
you sending the other a card on
alternate years.
Another surprise comes from
receiving a card from someone
you don't think you know. Such
cards are usually signed "Ethel
and Fred" with no last name
and no return address. Every
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year I ponder over several such
mysteries for a week or two after
Christmas. A friend of mine enjoys creating such mysteries. His
name is Bill and that is the way
he signs his cards. Now everyone
has a couple of dozen people
named "Bill" amongst his
friends and acquaintances. Our
Bill knows this and to make the
mystery more complete, he sends
his cards from a post office located in another town. It is no
wonder that some of the people
are hard to place. You may not
have seen them for ten years and
can hardly remember what they
look like anymore. You may
have met them at camp, on vaca-

..

tion, or you may have worked
with them at some time or another. Your only connection with
them now is a Christmas card
that comes faithfully every year.
Only one thing is sure about
the sending of Christmas cards.
You are going to miss someone
you shouldn't have. To keep that
from happening to me, may I say
now that we have three boys and
that we are all in good health.
Signed: AI.
I do wish you a blessed Christmas, a Christmas filled with the
joy, the peace, and the hope
that we as Christians share in the
birth of our Savior.

Professor Babbitt has pointed out some of the dangerous
concessions in Wordsworth. Another even more orthodox
writer expressed the error of that period. He said that we
must rise through Nature up to Nature's God. He was
wrong. We must descend from God down to God's Nature.
Nature is only right when seen in the light of the highest
right; whether it would be, as some Humanists would say,
in the mind of Man, or as Christians would say, in the mind
of God.
-G. K. Chesterton, The Common lVIan (Sheed and vVard)

.j
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The Pilgrim
By

Dear Son:

O.

P.

KRETZ M A N N

for. their final task with the
world and me. . . . Perhaps one
likes to be more quiet, even silent, more content to watch
Christmas come to your eyes ....
Whatever it may be, the writing
of a few words about Christmas,
this letter to you, finds me staring into space every few minutes
trying hard, ever so hard, to imagine how it really was, trying
to remember other Christmas
Eves, trying to forget some
things that have come between
me and Christmas as it ought to
be....
On Christmas Eve, soon after
it gets dark and the b 1 u e
shadows are in the sky, I shall
ask one of your brothers to read
a few words which we call the
Christmas Gospel. ... If you sit
quietly and listen carefully you
will hear that this story does not
begin like the fairy stories and
legends which your mother
reads to you before you go to
sleep... . Your brother will read:
"And it came to pass in those
days . ... " That's the way Christmas begins.... It really happened. . . . When you are older

This is probably the strangest
Christmas letter you will ever receive. . . . I have been writing
little parts of it now for many
months-one sentence in the
mountains of North Carolinaanother under great pines in a
quiet c e m e t e r y in Wisconsin
where some little children have
been waiting for the eternal
Christmas many years-still another
on a rainy day in NovemI
I ~
ber with a touch of snow in the
air and the sound of the first
winter winds in the air. .. . Each
year, I must confess, I find it a
little harder to write about
Christmas-and I am not sure of
the reason. . . . Surely the few
thousand words I have devoted
to the Baby, the Mother, the
and the shepherds over
angels
..,.,
the years are small before so
great a mystery and so good a
story... . Perhaps (I have sometimes felt) one grows closer to
Christmas as the years move to·
ward the life with the angels who
once were here and are now
waiting, more clearly than ever,
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you will know how importantand beautiful-it is to know that
the fulness of time really is in
time .... The first sentence mentions a man whom history
knows, although he is important
now only because he moved a
mother and her baby a few miles
across the surface of the earth....
This is the first thing you
must know about Christmas-it
is true and it is real. ... The
mother was like any other young
mother, a little lonely and a
little afraid; and the baby was
like any other baby when you
looked at it. . . . What was different about them is visible only
to your faith. . . . In some pictures of Christmas the Virgin
Mary kneels, sunk in meditation
and prayer.... You see, she was
the first one to know that her
little boy, his body from her
body, was her God and Savior,
the Creator of the Universe, her
Master and her King.... This is
the last reason for the mysterious
joy of Christmas, also for little
boys... that the Almighty has
laid aside everything, the world
has been turned upside down
and is now in the hands of a
new-born baby in a crib... and so
for two thousand years Christmas has been full of the noise
and laughter of children who
come to the stable and find
themselves at home there with

the Baby... and they have played
themselves warm and happy
around the Son of God Who has
become a little child for their
sake....
Of course, I do not expect you
to understand all this when you
are only three years old.... But
you will see the reflections of itof God coming to our world and
our house-in many things we do
and say and sing at Christmas...
for this is the heart of the matter .... A few days ago some of
us were talking about poetrythe using of words to express
meaning as old and beautiful as
life itself. . . . Someone said that
the very best poetry is not always understood quickly and
easily. . . . Because it is greatthe work of a great mindsmaller minds must work hard to
understand it .... Something like
that, I thought, is also true of
Christmas. . . . It is the expression spoken by the Maker of
makers, the Poet of poets, not
only in the words you will hear
on Christmas Eve, but in the
Word which was made fleshnot in a book, or a rhyme, or
parts of speech, but in a baby,
born into your world, living and
breathing and crying as you do
now so that you can always know
that God loves you very much
indeed ... so much that He decided to look like you and live
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as you do for a little while .... is a terrible and terrifying perAnd so-in a way-Christmas son ...All who are ten a n d
is hard to understand .... Etern- twenty times older than you
ity is in it and we who are older should remember again t h i s
come to it as to a mystery .... Christmas that He means death,
You, however, know only that death to sin, death to selfishness,
God came to us as you came death to meanness, death to althree years ago-as a baby.... ways having your own way, death
..., For us the plan of Christmas is to anger and lust and envy ....
so daring that we must finally He wants to live in all men and
believe that only God could have women, in the poor and the
thought it through .... For you rich, in the weak and the strong
it is very simple and clear-God -to live, above all, in the hearts
was a baby and now, even after of little children-and He can
two thousand years, there are live only if you and I, by His
lights and trees and candles and coming, are willing to die .... If
gifts and songs ... all for you ... we are not ready to do that, if
because He came like you and we serve Him with our lips and
keep Him far, if we have Christfor you....
mas
only once a year, we make
And all these Christmas things
are only a small part of His His swaddling clothes chains to
strange power over the world. bind Him to the manger and
.., . . . As you grow older you will prevent Him from going about
know that for His sake men have the world, from marching through
loved and helped one another, history and time in the power
raised to heights of joy and and glory which the angels saw
depths of despair, fortified, com- in the silence of midnight that
forted, exalted .... The centuries first Christmas long ago ....
have not exhausted Him and the
And this is the end of my let-' years have only added to His ter to you. . . . I know that you
power. . . . He is not a bit of will have a happy Christmas this
sentiment as small and fragile as year and I will try to go with
the tinsel on our tree. . . . He is you just as far as I can .. .in
not a carol to be sung by one wonder, in joy, in peace, in forlonesome for his childhood or an getfulness of the faithless years
" escape from the world by means and the long way from Bethleof a sprig of holly stuck in a hem. . . . Many years from now
Christmas package. . . . In one you may remember that in these
way, in an eternal way, the Baby grey winter days you and I often

r-
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walked under the great trees at
the edge of the campus while the
first stars came out of the dark.
. . . Perhaps we can walk again
this Christmas Eve, before the
lights and the carols, and perhaps God will give us a star, a
very, very special wandering
star to light our way in my darkness ... . And we shall come back

to the house, bright with lights
and music, as the shadows
lengthen, to see the Child in the
manger under the tree-for you,
please God, the Place of Beginning.. .and for me, the Land of
Beginning Again. . . . That will
be good, very good, for both of
us ....

NAILS AND THORNS ARE STOPPING THINGS.
The falling edifice of soul once met
Recovery in three Roman nails;
And the catastrophe of crowns
Came to its tragic end
In sunken Redemption's thorns.
Today nails tempt to stoppage joyful hope
And grieve the presser-on.
And what swift, forward march
Is graced by thorns of flesh?
Good nails still stop my failings off,
Put restless strivings to the rest they need.
The thorns of God, though painful ,
Undesired and unrequested,
Cement in me His edifying presence.
-HERBERT SCHULZE

l
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A Christmas Garland

The lesson for the Feast
Of the Holy Innocents

According to Herod The King
By

..

THE CRESSET AssociATES

HEROD, styled " The Great,"
by the grace of God and A ugustus Caesar King of the Jews,
Procurator of Judaea, Benefactor
and Protector of the Great
Temple of Jehovah, General
Commanding in Chief, Supreme
Sea Lord, Chairman of t h e
Board of the Caesarea Harbour
Development Company, Ltd.,
Chairman of the Board of Sebaste Community Builders, Ltd.,
Past Imperial Grand Commander of the Veterans of the
Parthian War, Fellow of the
Imperial Society of H ellenistic
Art (Athens) , Past President of
the Players' Club (Caesarea) ,
Honorary Steward of the Jockey
Club (Pompeii), Honorary Patron of the Judaean Association
for the Protection of Small Animals, LL.D. (hon.) D.D. (han .)

TO ALL WHOM THESE
PRESENTS S HALL COME,
GREETINGS!
Having been compelled by
high considerations for the happiness and security of the State
to liquidate certain potentially
anti-social and subversive elements in the village of Bethlehem in our Province of Judaea
under provisions of Executive
Order LXVII entitled "A Procedure for Ensuring the Greatest
Number," I avail myself of this
means to describe the situation
which confronted us and the
steps which were taken to normalize conditions.
It will be recalled that at the
outset of my reign, I committed
myself and the Nation to a threefold program of Progress involving I) the elimination of the
differences which had so un19
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happily divided us in the past;
2) the harmonizing of our legitimate national pride with a growing awareness of our membership in the great family of nations which renders cheerful
obedience to our lord, Augustus
Caesar; and 3) the solution of
certain economic and religious
problems which have, in the past,
stood as obstacles in the way of
raising the general standard of
living. This program I have
tried to carry through. If, at
times, I have found it necessary
to resort to stern measures to
deal with reactionary elements
among us, I am sure that I have
enjoyed the support of the majority of right-thinking people.
"Peace, Patriotism, and Prosperity," which was only a slogan
less than a generation ago, is today a reality throughout our domain.
I would be less than honest if
I did not acknowledge publicly
the support which I have received from the many progressive citizens and classes within
our realm. To attempt to mention them all by name would
prove an impossible undertaking, but certainly I must gratefully acknowledge the intelligent and sympathetic cooperation which I have received from
a large section of the priesthood,
chiefly those of the party of the

Sadducees; the unwavering loyalty of the armed forces; the
understanding and confidence of
the business community; the
quiet but effective work of the
intellectuals in supplying philosophical foundations for our
practical measures; the generosity and, at times, forbearance of
Augustus Caesar and officials of
the Imperial Government; and
the day-by-day loyalty and support of the masses of our people.
In return for your loyalty, I
have given you a temple of
which you may be properly
proud and which annually attracts thousands of tourists from
all over the Empire. I have given
you a port city comparable to the
greatest harbors in the world
and of immeasurable practical
value in the Nation's economy. I
have given you a social welfare
code which may well serve as a
model for other nations. If, because of these, you have chosen
to call me "the Great," may I
say without unwarranted pride
that the title is not altogether
misplaced?
It is against the background of
all this that you must understand the situation which confronted us in Bethlehem. The
darkest pages of our national
history have been written by
misguided zealots who have cropped up from time to time claim-

.
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ing to have seen visions or
dreamed dreams or received rev·
elations. We would do well to
confess frankly that there lurks
deep within our individual and
national minds a certain mad
preoccupation with what, for
lack of a better term, I can only
call superstition. Our energies
have been wasted in profitless re·
ligious arguments which have
not only divided us but have
turned our attention away from
necessary and practical pursuits
which might have contributed to
human happiness and Prosperity.
I was therefore greatly dis·
turbed when certain intellectuals
from the outlying provinces
stopped in at the office a few
months ago to ask directions for
finding an infant who had al·
legedly been born king of the
Jews. It so happened that their
visit came just at the time when
I was involved in the writing of
a speech which I am scheduled
to deliver to the General Assem·
bly of the Imperial Inter-Faith
Conference which will be meet·
ing in the Great Temple of
Diana at Ephesus early next year.
It was something of a shock to
have to descend, in the space of
less than a minute, from the·
ological considerations worthy of
presentation to the world's out·
standing religious leaders to this
half-mad question of a prodigy
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whose birth had been announced
by the appearance of a star. One
wonders what is happening in
our colleges and universities
when intellectuals, of all people,
can be taken in by this sort of
thing.
My first reaction, of course,
was to pass the thing off with a
bit of humor. Sometimes a good
joke does more than a sermon to
clear the air and get the reason
functioning again. I found, how·
ever, that these intellectuals,
like so many of their kind, were
essentially humorless and, moreover, had apparently so far suc·
ceeded in deluding themselves
that only by pretending to take
them seriously could one hope to
set them straight.
I therefore sent for certain
priests whose intelligence and
common sense I had come to
trust as a result of many evenings which I have spent with
them in a small theological discussion group which we have
been running for many years in
Jerusalem. I had suspected that
perhaps this latest outbreak of
irrationalism, like so many of its
predecessors, had its roots in
some too-literal reading of one of
the old prophets and, as it
turned out, I was right. We
were back to this old idea of a
Messiah (and where do such
curious ideas come from?) and
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these intellectuals had apparent-

ly got it into their heads that he
had finally appeared.
I had never taken this Messiah
business at all seriously and so I
was rather surprised to learn
from my friends in the priesthood that there had even been
prophecies dealing with the place
of his birth. Probably because of
its association long ago with
King D a v i d, B e t h 1 e h e m
Ephratha seems to have been
settled upon as the most likely
place for the Messiah's appearing and our visitors were so advised. As one of the priests remarked afterwards, sending them
to Bethlehem would at least
keep them from creating trouble
in Jerusalem and it might
awaken them to the improbability of any prodigy being born
there. After all, if there is such
a thing as a personal god, he
must have at least as much selfrespect as I have, and I certainly
wouldn't want any of my relatives to have to stay overnight in
a village.
But in the many years that I
have reigned, I have learned
that one should never underestimate the danger that lies
hidden in ignorance and superstition. I have seen mobs running through the streets shouting the most implausible slogans
and I have learned to stop this

sort of thing before it gets started. So just to be on the safe side,
I asked our visitors to stop in
and see me on their way back
from Bethlehem.
When, after a considerable
lapse of time, they failed to report back, I instituted inquiries,
the results of which indicated
that having determined to find
a king, they had persuaded
themselves that an infant supposed to have been born in a
stable was that king. I have always been a practical man myself, so I would not presume to
imagine by what tortuous mental
processes they arrived at such a
remarkable conclusion. The
point is that they were convinced, and apparently they
managed to infect a certain
number of the gullible villagers
with their conviction. Accordingly, I was confronted with
what might very easily have
turned into one of those explosive situations compounded
of religious frenzy and fanatical
nationalism.
There were reports that the alleged prodigy had been spirited
out of town. This may or may
not have been true. At any rate,
concern for the national welfare dictated that I take measures
stern enough to reassert the
sovereignty of the State and to
crush any plots that might have
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been hatching against the common welfare. My order to liquidate the two-years-and under
age group was issued only after
a careful assessment of the gravity of the threat posed by the
rumors which were abroad in
Bethlehem.
Liquidation is a policy which
those who hold public office resort to only with the greatest reluctance. And yet, at times, it is
the only policy consistent with
concern for the common good.
Man is a social animal. He has
neither meaning nor destiny
outside the social group. And of
the social groups to which men
belong, the State must of necessity command the highest loyalty. Differences of belief or opinion which threaten the unity of
the people, thereby weakening
the foundations of the State, are
deary anti-social and, if persisted in, must be suppressed.
Religion, particularly, needs
to be constantly tempered to the
needs of society. At its best, religion can be a great and wholesome force for law and order and
stability within the State. Fanaticism, particularly religious fanaticism, is the most implacable
enemy of public order. I have
never interfered, and will never
interfere, with the proper activities of religious groups. But I
can and do expect religious
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groups, the same as all other private associations within our nation, to support King a n d
Country.
So much for what has happened. Permit me to suggest
that we allow this unhappy
event to recede, as it must, into
history while we turn our eyes
once more to the future. There,
and only there, lies our destiny.
There, rather than in any abstract speculations, lies our task.
Ours is an exciting age. Never
before has man been so close to
his ancient goals of a world at
peace within itself, an economy
capable of erasing human want,
and a fund of knowledge able to
free men from the bondage of
irrational superstition. Let us
dare now to fashion a vision of
God worthy of our age: a god as
active as our active age, as civilized as our poets and wise men,
as cosmopolitan as our great empire. And let all of us, whatever
our race, our language, or our
creed unite under His certain
blessing to meet the great challenges of our generation.
Permit me to close with those
lines, so familiar to all of you,
of our national hymn:
God the unknowable, Friend of
our Nation,
Faithful in kindness and rich
in reward,
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Bless our endeavors with due
compensation,
Give to us peace in our time,
0 Lord!
God the unnameable, Bountiful
Giver,
Ready to bless us whenever
implored,
Prosper our country from ocean
to river,

Give to us wealth in our time,
0 Lord!
God the all-tolerant, Baal or
Yahweh,
Zeus or Osiris, however adored,
Hear when we call Thee, rejoice
in our Ave!
Bless us with unity and rest,
0 Lord!
Peace --· Patriotism --- Prosperity!

•

....I
If I may summarise Gattling-Fenn, the object of Christmas Giftmanship is:
I. To make it seem to everybody present that the receiver is getting something better than he has given you.
2. To make the receiver feel that you have got away
with a present that looks all right but which he knows isn't
really.
3. To make the receiver feel that there is some implied
criticism about the present you have chosen.

-Stephen Potter, One-Upmanship (Henry Holt)
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Henry James and
The Invincible New England Mind
By

.
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ABIGAIL ANN HAMBLEN

The New Englander as a
character in American fiction
has appeared about as frequently as the New Yorker, or the
small-town mid-westerner, or the
southerner
(ante- and postbellum). There is the "old salt"
or "quaint character" kind of
tale, exemplified in the prolific
works of Joseph C. Lincoln.
There are the bitter-sweet stories
of Mary E. Wilkins Freeman
and the sometimes flat, sometimes over-sugared descriptions
of Sarah Orne Jewett. There is
Howell's Silas Lapham, encompassed about by examples of
New England life unexcelled by
any writer. There is the magnificent, incongruous figure of
Miss Ophelia in Uncle Tom's
Cabin. And today J. P. Marquand, in novel after novel,
presents the modern Bostonian
pitted against destructive forces
within him and without. On the
more nearly heroic scale are the
people in the New England
novels of Esther Forbes and Kenneth Roberts.

But the Yankee's distinctive
character has perhaps been best
defined in the never-too-popular
work of Henry James. Perhaps
James' characters have such a
vividness because they are almost always shown in contrast
with natures so very alien-with
Europeans, for example, or
Westerners. Then, too, James
could look at New England quite
cooly (he was never anything
but pentrating in his observations of human conduct) . He
could be detached because his
birth and his upbringing were
quite other than that of New
England.
Born in New York City, he
was for the first seventeen years
of his life partly of America and
partly of Europe. His energetic
father arranged that his schooling was for the most part French,
Swiss, and German. His favorite
publication on either continent
was the R evue des Deux Mondes.
And the short periods he did
live in the United States were
spent mostly in New York and
Albany. There was only a year
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or so of Newport, Rhode Island.
But when he was eighteen his
family took up its abode in
Rhode Island again, and three
years later he was living in Dane
Hall, going through the motions
of studying at Harvard Law
School, trying his hand at writing stories, discovering for himself the creative flame that had
been silently kindling through
his youthful years of quiet,
round-eyed observation. He came
of age the year the James family
moved to Boston. By that time
he knew wherein his life lay. He
began to write for the North
American Review, for the Atlantic Monthly, for The Nation.
He began to know Charles Eliot
Norton, James Russell Lowell,
William Dean Howells. New
England, for the time being, was
folded about him like a cloak.
He was later to write much of
more importance, of course, than
the reviews and short stories of
these first creative years. Yet it
may be significant to remember
· that the start was provided in
the little city set on the stony
coast like a beacon of "culture"
-queer and cramped as that culture may seem to some modern
minds.
Child of two continents as he
was, it is not surprising that
Henry James' first really successful works, those that show a

maturing literary power-should
have concerned themselves with
the contrast between the American and the European character.
In story after story, in novel after
novel we see the fresh hard artlessness of America set against
the soft, charming guile and decadence of Europe. The fact that
is most arresting is that in these
so-called "international" novels
of James, American culture is
very frequently represented by
the New England character. The
first of his novels to be published in book form, Roderick
Hudson, has his "international"
theme-and its protagonist is a
young man who is a native of
Northampton, Massachusetts. In
The American, it is true, his
story concerns a newly-rich Californian, but even here he introduces a Unitarian minister from
Dorchester, a section of Boston.
In short stories, in long tales,
in novels, he has sketched with
skillfull and relentless hand the
New England way of life. The
titles come clustering thick upon
the memory-"A New England
Winter," "Europe," "A Bundle
of Letters," "Four Meetings,"
The Eumpeans, The Bostonians.
He writes of New England
with so firm a touch and so
bland an air of detachment that
we are curious to know how he
personally felt about it. In his
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autobiographical Notes of a Son
and Brother he says,

...

-

"Those beginnings of Newport were
our first contact with New England-a New England already
comparatively s11bdued and sophisticated, a Samson shorn of
his strength by the shears of the
Southern, and more particularly
of the New York, Delilah ..."
And again, [not very flatteringly],
" ... I have not, for myself, forgotten, or even now outlived the
particular shade of satisfaction to
be taken in one's thus being in
New England without being of
it. To have originally been of it,
or still to have had to be, affected
me, I recall, as a case I should
have regretted-unless it be more
exact to say I thought of the condition as a danger after all escaped."

It is the Yankee bustle of business, the dust of commerce, the
rush for dollars that he is here
shrinking from. He sees nothing
else-until a few years later he
enrolls at Harvard Law School,
rooming with his brother William in the dormitory (for some
odd reason) of the Divinity
School. Arranging his papers and
pens and books on the study
table, young Henry looks out
over the old green, shady, some-
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how immutable Harvard Yard,
and he senses something he has
never thought of before:
"The superstition or ,a ftertaste of
Europe had then neither left me
nor hinted that it ever mighti
yet I recall as a distinct source of
interest, to be desperately dealt
with, and dealt with somehow to
my inward advantage, the special
force of the circumstance that I
was now for the first time in
presence of matters normally, entirely, consistently American, and
that more particularly I found
myself sniff up straight from the
sources, such as they unmistakenly were, the sense of that New
England which had been to me
till then but a name." *

Not of New England-but increasingly aware of its essence,
James sees quite keenly just
what sort of character that
winter-ridden, rocky area produced-the strengths and the
weaknesses of the people who
drew their life from those hills
and who gave of themselves
again to their green fields and
white-spired m e e t i n g houses.
How, then, does he see them?
We can judge best, perhaps,
by citing his first long work set
in a New England scene-The
Europeans. It has been called a

*Later ( 1879) he is to write a book about Hawthorne. There he says of The
Scarlet Letter, that it "was in the United States a literary event of the first importance. The book was the finest piece of imaginative writing yet put forth
in the country." And this masterpiece before whom even European critics must
stand in awe "came out of the very heart of New England." He would agree
with the critic who says, "We can understand New England without Hawthorne;
yet Hawthorne without New England we cannot comprehend." James, with
his exquisitely tempered judgment laid his hand on the darkly New England
writer in Salem as the first in American creativity.
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rather "thin" book, and that
may be. But certainly the New
Englanders who move in their
slow way through its pages are
vividly alive. They are presented
in their native habitat, but with
the contrast of two brilliant, unstable cousins from Europe, and
as we watch them gently-perhaps all unwittingly-foil these
same cousins' design on their
money we receive a quite accurate picture of just what the New
England character means to their
author.
He sees them permeated with
a great and compelling regard
for what is right and proper.
These Yankees of the forties
have departed long since from
"orthodoxy" (at least from Congregational orthodoxy) - a n d
their religion, no longer the
awe-inspiring doctrine of Winthrop and the Mathers, has become embodied in the genial
ideals of Unitarianism. But they
have retained a profound and
immovable sense of the importance of propriety-in its deep·
est meaning.

Reticence
One aspect of this is reticence,
the lack of "gush." Feelings they
have certainly, but not for the
world to see; neither is there
such a thing as a trumped-up

emotion. Europe-born-and-bred,
the light, gay Felix and his sister, the cool calculating Baroness, come to Boston to look up
their American cousins, hoping,
somehow, to gain some sort of
economic advantage: their lives
are very precarious, and they
know the Wentworths must be
comfortably well-of£. Leaving
his sister in a Boston hotel,
Felix, one quiet Sunday morning, makes his way out to the
suburb where his cousins live.
He spends the rest of the day
there, and that evening he regales his sister with his impressions. The Wentworth home
he finds:
"'...very clean! No splendors, no
gilding, no troops of servants,
rather straight-backed chairs. But
you might eat off the floors, and
you can sit down on the stain...
I should say there was wealth
without s y m p t o m s. A plain,
homely way of life; nothing for
show, and very little--what shall
I call it?-for the senses: but a
great aisance, and a lot of money1
out of sight, that comes forward
very quietly for subscriptions to
institutions, for repairing tenements, for paying doctors' bills;
perhaps even for portioning
daughters.' "

This is, of course, but a description of a part of the wellknown New England reticence.
As Felix says,
"'My uncle, Mr. Wentworth, is a
tremendously high-toned old fellow; he looks as if he were undergoing martyrdom, not by fire, but
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by freezing .... They will take a
good deal of stirring up.' "

Sometime later, when the Baroness meets the Wentworths, she
thinks she has "never seen people
less demonstrative."•
This repression of outwardgoing emotion is shown clearly
in the pathetic short tale, "Four
Meetings." The story concerns
a frugal little schoolmistress,
who, with great care and selfdenial, finally gets together
enough money for a trip to
Europe. The hope of going
abroad has been the guiding
passion of her life. She arrives
at La Havre, is met by an artist
cousin who gives her a pitiful
hard-luck story-and she sails for
home the next day. Her travel
money has been given over to
the cousin, and with it her
chance to see with her own eyes
the glories of which she has
dreamed so long. Some years
later this cousin's fat, untidy
French widow comes over to live
with her. The little school
teacher must needs wait on her,
enduring her contempt and her
slatternly person in the small,
shabby, but immaculate cottage.
Certainly this is a story of suffering-deep, poignant suffering
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-wi th all the anguish of frustrated desires and a hopeless future. Yet the central character,
Caroline Spencer, relates the
barest facts to her friend, the
narrator, her voice low. There
are no complaints. Only, when
he asks her about the "countess,"
the scheming Parision who has
descended upon her to stayonly then does she display any
emotion. She covers her face with
her hands.

Family Loyalty
Tied in with extreme repression-perhaps a part of it-is an
abiding family loyalty. The fact
that the Wentworths, with their
quiet, careful lives, their large,
clean, comforatble home, should
welcome those foreigners, Felix
and Eugenia, shows a deeply ingrained sense of family. No
people could be more different
from the Wentworths than the
light, charming Felix, accustomed to a hand-to-mouth Bohemian existence as an artist,
and his sister, with her seductive
graces and her mysteriously unsettled marriage to a German
princeling.

* About this reticence Perry Miller has a curious statement in his The New
England Mind: "In Boston society today, matters may be fully discussed which
~o an o~tsider, seem never to be mentioned at all. Such tribal reticence only
an occasional Thoreau was to defy or an Emily Dickinson to turn into secret
triumph.''
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Caroline Spencer, unhesitatingly turning over her pitiful
savings to her boorish, Bohemian
cousin, shows this family loyalty,
too. In Portrait of a Lady there
is Daniel Touchet, shrewd, industrious Vermonter, whose business has transplanted him to
England. The sturdy sense of
New England loyalty is seen in
his dry, uncomplaining manner
toward his wife, who has really
been no wife to him at all, who
has refused to share his interests,
who has spent her life as she
wished, with no thought of him.
Touchett's reserve toward her or
any reference of her, is devoid of
bitterness.

Earnestness
One of the proverbial qualities
of the New Englander has been
a distrust of pleasure-a result of
the Calvinism that for generations lay over his nature, This is
not a lack of humor: in his own
dry way the New Englander has
often been able to see the comic
side of life. It is an essential
seriousness, an earnestness of purpose-a distrust of frivolity so
deep as to seem instinctive. In
his portrayal of the Wentworths,
James puts a great deal of emphasis on this feeling:
"'No, they are not gay,' Felix
admitted. 'They are sober; they
are even severe. They are of a

pensive cast; they take things
hard. I think there is something
the matter with them; they have
some melancholy memory or
some depressing expectation. It's
not the epicurean temperament .. .' "

This last seems a perfect gem of
an understatement. "To consicler an event," says the narrator of The Europeans,
"crudely and baldly, in the light
of the pleasure it might bring
them was an intellectual exercise with which Felix Young's
American cousins were almost
wholly unacquainted, and which
they scarcely supposed to be
largely pursued in any section of
human society."

Felix "would often wish, suddenly, that they were not all so
sad. Even Lizzie Acton, in spite
of her fine little chatter and
laughter, appeared sad."
Once, in conversation with
Mr. Wentworth, he says, "'I
simply meant that you all don't
amuse yourselves.'" Mr. Wentworth's rejoinder is in the nature of an epitome of his philosophy: "'Amuse ourselves? We
are not children.' "
His daughter Gertrude has not
his ability to theorize-" 'There
must be a thousand different
ways of being dreary ....and
sometimes I think we make use
of them all.' " We do not see
the zealous refonner, Olive
Chancellor, of The Bostonians
amusing herself-not ever. Her
somewhat giddy, prettily plump
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sister, Mrs. Luna, does little else.
But Mrs. Luna has cut herself
off from Boston: she has become,
heart and soul, a New Yorkerand so is alien to the pursuit of
Beacon Hill.
It is interesting to contemplate Babcock, in The American,
traveling in Europe with the
hearty, easy-going western Newman. Parting company with
Newman, the Yankee writes,
"You appear to care only for the
pleasure of the hour, and you
give yourself up to it with a
violence which I confess I am
not able to emulate. I feel as if
I must arrive at some conclusion, and fix my belief on certain points."

And there is the Bostonian, Caspar Goodwood, of Portrait of a
Lady, faithful to the woman he
loves, never giving up in his attempts to win her-does one
visualize his "amusing" himself?
"He was tall, strong and somewhat stiff.... but his physiognomy had an air of requesting
your attention, which it rewarded according to the charm you
found in blue eyes of remarkable
fixedness .... and a jaw of the
somewhat angular mould which
is supposed to bespeak resolution
... He was not, it may be added,
a man weakly to accept defeat."
~

Sense of Duty
But perhaps the strongest, the
most salient thing that James
notes about the New England
character is its great sense of
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duty, its feeling of responsibility.
Like a bright shaft of sunlight
projecting from a dull sky, it
gives a glow to their lives, this
purposefulness. More, it is positively the poetry of their existence; it, not frivolity, constitutes
their pleasure. Duty is all about
them-"stern daughter of the
voice of God," and all that can
be heroic in the human spirit
rises to its challenge.
Certainly it is not from desire
that the Wentworths accept their
freakish European cousins and
offer them hospitality. The
Baroness meets Mr. Wentworth,
and " ... the old man being infinitely conscientious, the special
operation of conscience within
him announced itself by several
of the indications of physical
faintness."
In one place Felix says to one
of the Wentworths, "'You are
all so afraid, here, of being selfish. I don't think you know
how.'" And later, when he
wishes to marry one of the
daughters, he says,
"'A place in the world-that's
what she ought to have; that
would bring her out.'
'A place to do her duty!' remarked Mr. Wentworth."

The hero of The American is
a brisk, hearty, good-humoured
Californian, newly wealthy. His
traveling companion, the young
minister Babcock,
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"was not sure that it was a good
thing for him to associate with
our hero, whose way of taking
life was so little his own.-would
it not be desirable to try to exert
an influence upon him, to try
to quicken his moral life, and
sharpen his sense of duty?"

Newman had, Babcock thought,
"a want of tnoral reaction."
But duty is almost personified
in the passionate Olive Chancellor of The Bostonians: "It was
her nature to look out for duties,
to appeal to her conscience for
tasks." In spite of what the
Freudians say it does not seem
as if her devotion to Vema Tarrant is anything but her devotion to the cause to which she
had given her life-the cause of
"women's rights." The lovely,
winsome Verna with her talent
for speaking, would be a tremendous aid in the furthering
of the cause. This is not to say
that Olive is without feeling; on
the contrary, she is one of the
most passionate of James'
women. She suffers with a poignancy that makes the reader
wince, even though she can never
be called attractive. But the
whole force of her emotional life
is centered on her sense of duty.
She throws herself, withholding
no part of her life, into the
work of righting what she believes are social wrongs. In her
the famous New England conscience flowers like an over-

sized hot-house plant, nourished
in the suffocating atmosphere of
intense meditations.
"When Miss Chancellor had a
pair of alternatives to consider,
a question of duty to study, she
put a kind of passion into itfelt, above all, that the matter
must be settled that very hour,
before anything in life could go
on."

The serious Lambert Strether,
of The Ambassadors, has a sense
of duty; it comes to the fore in
a troubling way when he finds
it conflicting with his own inclinations. Sent over to Europe
by the wealthy widow who subsidizes his magazine, he is supposed to convince her son that
he should leave Paris and go
back to Woollett, Massachusetts,
and tend to the family's prosperous factory. Strether, about to
marry the mother, undertakes
the mission in good faith. Arriving in France, he is gradually
captivated by its beauty, by the
young man's friends (especially
his mistress), and by the charming life he leads. In all truth,
Strether cannot urge the boy to
go back to the mill town, to fall
into its petty round, to subscribe
to its values. Nor can he bring
himself to break faith with the
mother by failing to try. Unhappy, worried, Strether stands
long at a fork in the path, and
then gives up his mission, knowing that his marriage into a well-
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to-do family will never haypen.
And because his mission has
failed, because he has not accomplished what it was entrusted to him to do-Strether will
not allow himself to gain from
his trip any personal advantage
at all. He is possessed of an inner sternness, the New England
sensitiveness to what should be.
This is shown in the concluding
scene of the novel, when he sees
Maria Gostrey for the last time.
He has formed a rewarding
friendship with her; she is a
splendid woman. And she is honest: she frankly lets him know
she cares for him:
" 'There's nothing, you know, I
wouldn't do for you,' " she says,
and he answers, " 'Oh yes, I
know.'
'There's nothing,' she repeated,
'in all the world.'
'I know, I know. But all the
same I must go.' He had got it at
last. 'To be right.'
'To be right?'
She had echoed it in vague deprecation, but he felt it already
clear for her. 'That, you see, is
my only logic. Not, out of the
whole affair, to have got anything for m yself.'
She thought. 'But, with your
wonderful impressions, y o u ' II
have got a great deal.'
'A great deal' he agreed. 'But
nothing like you. It's you who
would make me wrong!'
Honest and fine, she couldn't
pretend she didn't see it. Still,
she could pretend a little. 'But
why should you be so dreadfully
right?'
'That's the way that-if I must
go-you yourself would be the
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first to want me. And I can't do
anything else.'
So then she had to take it,
though still with her defeated
protest.
'It isn't so much your being
"right"-it's your horrible sharp
eye for what makes you so.' "

The New England spirit cannot
play false to itself.
c;:.

Invincibility
And this very fact leads to the
discovery of a great strength in
the Yankee mind. Again and
again James underlines it. It is
pride, but it is more than pride.
It is firmness, but it is more
than firmness. It is invincibility.
A New Englander is always himself, wherever he may be. He is
strong in an unusual, self-contained way-even among his own
kind. Consider the scene in The
Eumpeans in which Gertrude is
introduced. She is strolling in the
garden on a quiet Sunday morning, and "not dressed f o r
church." Her eyes "have the
singularity of seeming at once
dull and restless." Her older sister comes out of the house, nicely ready for church in her "straw
bonnet with white ribbons," and
her "long red India scarf." "Her
eyes unlike the other's were
quick and bright, but they were
not at all restless. 'Gertrude,' she
said, 'Are you very sure you had
better not go to church?'
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"Gertrude looked at her a
moment, plucked a small sprig
from a lilac bush, smelled it and
threw it away. 'I am not very
sure of anything,' she answered."
She might be one of Mary E.
Wilkins Freeman's uncompromising heroines.
But it is in contact with others
that the individuality of the
New England mind is most
vivid. Again and again we see
it - the Wentworths greeting
their cousins; Caroline Spencer
looking about at the colorful
squalor of the French port, the
forthright letter-writer in A
Bundle of Letters. New Englanders are seldom, if ever, "corrupted" by foreign ways. They
have, James notes, a perfectly
good-humored, but quite starchy,
way of never losing their identity in the group.
Consider Daniel Touchett, in
PoTtrait of a Lady. While still a
young man, he had been sent by
his banking firm to England,
where, very prosperous, he finishes out his life.
"Americans, rightly or wrongly,
are commended for the ease with
which they adapt themselves to
foreign
conditions; but Mr.
Touchett had made of the very
limits of -his pliancy half the
ground of his general success.
He had retained in their freshness most of his marks of primary pressure; his tone, as his
son always noted with pleasure,

was that of the more luxuriant
parts of New England."

And there is Babcock, the
"small, spare, neatly attired
man" with the "strikingly candid physiognomy" who goes
traveling in Europe. Because
Babcock's digestion is "weak," he
lives chiefly on Graham bread
and hominy -"A regimen to which he was so
much attached that his tour
seemed to him destined to be
blighted when on landing on the
Continent, he found that these
delicacies did not flourish under
the table d'hote system. In Paris
he had purchased a bag of hominy..... and he had carried it
about with him, and shown extreme serenity and fortitude in
the somewhat delicate position
of having his hominy prepared
for him and served at anomalous hours, at the hotels he successively visited."

In a different way, on a different scale, Babcock is as untouched by exotic habits and
foreign customs as the honest
Vermonter of the Portmit.
There are times that these
distinctively New England qualities seem laughable. The intense
family and tribal loyalty; the
rigorous repression of emotional
show; the indifference to, or
even distrust of, mere amuseInent; the rigid devotion to duty;
above all, the retention of identity in all circumstances-these
have seemed funny to other,
more fluid groups-to people
whose natures are more volatile,
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more given to emotional display, or less conscious of racial
roots. I have endeavored to show
that James, whose humor is intellectual and far from broad has
brought out these qualities with
an almost conscientious emphasis. He has; and that which is
truly entertaining in them has
been apparent. But he has done
more: he has given to a cynical
world a portrayal of inherent
fineness of character, of strength
of will that makes all lesser men
humble. Beneath the colorless
lives, the seemingly futile formalities, the grave quiet, there
is, he makes us see, a strength,
a pride that is as near to being
resistless as the great rocks on
the bleak Maine shore. Almost,
the New Englander stands out as
a symbol of invincibility. Seldom,
if ever, in the pages of James is
a Yankee one who surrenders.
In The Europeans do the
Wentworths succumb to the
charm and "brilliance" of Felix
Young and his sister? Scarcely.
True, Gertrude ends by marrying Felix-but Gertrude has always been something in the nature of a maverick-bound to do
the different thing if she so
chooses (and is that individuality, itself, not pure New England?). And let us remember that
Robert Acton does not in the
end take the Baroness to wife.
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She is beautiful and fascinating
but she fails to measures up to
certain standards without which
Acton cannot live.
In "Four Meetings," the quiet
little Caroline Spencer, despite
appearances, is not really conquered. She never sees Europeher dreams are not realized. She
suffers from the insolence, the
mental brutality of the fat Gallic
adventuress who has taken over
her home. But she remains,
within, proud, pure and eminently herself. The hard New
England core of her is untouched, and her proud New
England head is held high.
Daniel Touchett, shrewd son
of Vermont, and Caspar Goodwood, the Bostonian, are, as has
been pointed out, unconquerably New England. The soft airs
of an older civilization never
change them. Even in his age,
Touchett keeps his toughness,
his sense of proportion. Goodwood fails to win Isabel, but he
does not change. When, at the
end of the story, the forthright
Henrietta Stackpole tells him,
in effect, that after all he is a
young man, he can find another
love, he hears her words "with a
revulsion": he says nothing,
looking at her as "she stood
shining with that cheap comfort,
and it added, on the spot, thirty
years to his life."
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Olive Chancellor of The Bostonians is a pitiful figure, but
she is never a weak one. And the
ancient Miss Birdseye, of the
same novel, dying gently after a
long lifetime devoted to "causes"
-she is a character for whom
weaknesses would be a stranger.
You see, James seems to say
inferentially, the natives of New
England believe in themselves.
They are, perhaps, a little too
intense in their believing, and
much too turned in on themselves-but this self-confidence is
really more of a strength than a
weakness. Because of it Europe
or the new brash West of their
own country-neither-can take
anything away from them. And
those who laugh at their small
foibles (always incidental to this
self-belief)-those who find them
funny-do so with a secret, al-

most instinctive uneasiness. The
human spirit, however unwillingly, must always be awed before serene strength.
So Henry James sees the New
England personality: confident,
a little comical-and invincible
before all outside forces. It is to
him almost a symbol of America
-America's courage and inability
to be conquered. Were he writing today, perhaps his picture
would be different in some respects-his symbols be changed.
Time has marched some steps
sin ce he wrote about the Wentworths and Caroline Spencer and
Daniel Touchett. But it might
be that he could find, somewhere, alive and glowing, that
sturdy pride, that self-contained
quiet, that great, courageous
strength that once flowered in
their prototypes.
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Is Contemporary Architecture
Truly Lutheran?
By MARIO CoRBETI, A. I. A., C. C. A.
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Is contemporary
truly Lutheran?

architecture

The cardinal doctrine of Lu·
theranism is that of justification
by faith alone. Here it seems to
me that great freedom and a
non-authoritarian approach is
implied. There are no cords
binding Lutherans to erect buildings in replica of the basilicas of
early Christendom; or in terms
of the Gothic style which followed later; or even in terms of
the Renaissance, or revivals of
styles as in the time of Martin
Luther, himself.
It is interesting to note here
that Luther, in Germany, together with Wycliffe, in England, were the two great religious
influences helping to foster the
Renaissance. They engendered a
spirit of inquiry and freedom of
thought, producing a certain desire to break away from Romish
influences.

How truly wonderful, then,
are these facts. For do they not
assert in simple truth that Lutherans are not bound to build

buildings cold and dark, implying spiritual bondage? They may
rather build, in the spirit of light
and air, a place where the love
of God shines through.
All through history, with regard to architecture, all of man's
buildings have reflected the
people of each time and era. In
view of this, then, it seems to
me that we Americans should
squarely face the glory of our
heritage and endeavor to design
and build with clarity and honesty. Why should we bend at
the knees and turn timidly to
imitations of past times and
peoples in designs that can never
express us?-Which can, in fact,
only cry out, "I am a spiritless
imitation?"
Those who design churches
must bear in mind that they are
contributing to the architectural
history of the American people.
Further, since congregations and
their pastors are the spiritual
leaders of the people, they must
endeavor to design and build
with clarity and honesty of ex-
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pression. Members of church
committees must not look back
through their pasts to find what
a church looks like to them.
They should rather face the fact
that a church is a living organization and as such belongs not
only to them, but also to those
generations yet to come. In their
search for an architect, they
should not so much interview
personalities but rather study the
works of the man they are seeking. Above all, they should explore the contemporary style in
all its best aspects. I would like
to point out one of the finest
examples of modern ecclesiastical architecture, that being the
Christ Lutheran Church in Minneapolis, Minnesota, as designed
by Eliel Saarinen and Associates.
c;.:.

"Roadsid e Modern"
In distinguishing good from
poor contemporary, or modem,
design, one must of course avoid
the pitfalls of what, for lack of
a better term, I will label,
"Roadside Modern". By this
term, I mean to imply the crass
commercialism-exhibitionism is
perhaps more to the point-of
that great rash of poorly thoughtout buildings that one sees
everywhere. These examples, of
course, are seen far too often,
and one sees an example of good

modern design only occasionally.
Care must be exercised, then,
not to become improperly biased
or prejudiced against the style
as a whole due to this preponderance of ugliness done under the
banner of modern design.
Nor is it modern just to ignore
tradition. Beginning with the
Lutheran Service which is a liturgical one, the designer must
regard and respect what this implies, namely tradition. It would
seem mandatory, then, that to
begin with this, a good plan for
a Lutheran Church would be
somewhat long and narrow. The
chancel, through tradition, has
been set down as being one-third
the length of the building. The
nave, less the necessary narthex,
occupies the remainder of the
building length. In order to
create the required seating,
therefore, when respecting these
dictates of tradition and ways of
worship, the designer would turn
somewhat naturally towards the
long and somewhat narrow plan.
To encroach on this fixed chancel depth of one-third can only
tend to disturb the proper focalpoint of that which is the dominant feature of the Lutheran
service, that being the altar. Mr.
F. R. Webber, in his widely
read, The Small Church, has
gone as far as to say, "Without
a true chancel, a church building becomes a mere hall."
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It is a mistaken idea, also, that
to ignore old religious art in
warm textures of materials and
stained glass is to be modern.
How far from the truth this can
be is forever being exemplified
in church buildings where such
warm textures and works of art
which are the very essence of religious fervor are shunned. I
maintain that such materials,
when applied d i r e c t 1 y and
simply, can be combined with
our advanced methods of construction.
Modern design which attempts
merely to be modern is not in
any sense of the word Architecture. A building must express
from its exterior the purpose for
which it was built in order to be
Architecture in the true sense of
the word. One critic in stating
his views on my design for Hope
Lutheran Church said that this
building expressed "religion in
all its aspects". To me, this was
the best thing ever said of any
of the work that I had ever done.
To me, this implied that, as a
'vork of architecture, this building was a success.
~

Cost Factors
In the design of church buildings today, one cannot overlook
ever-increasing cost factors. Such
high costs for skilled labor and
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materials tend towards simplification, especially where ornamentation and detail are involved. The magnificent build.ing at our West Point are in the
Gothic style. However, artisans
were brought over from Europe,
and materials of an extremely
costly nature were imported and
brought from great distances to
this project. Imagine the costs
which would be encountered in
such a project if it were built today. Prohibitive spelled with a
capital "P", believe me. And so
those interested in a study of past
styles with a view to adopting
them to modern requirements
can look forward towards mediocrity, should they persist. Even
the simple American Colonial
style, more properly termed
Georgian (from which it in turn
was adopted) is doomed to this
same mediocrity. For instance,
one of the chief highlights of
these buildings were the delight£ u 11 y complicated mouldings.
These were even undercut for
play of light and shadow. This
detail alone can only be done by
skilled wood craftsmen, entailing long hours of hand work in
the carving.
Our skills, today, are along
lines of the prefabrication and
manufacturing of magical synthetic products which lend themselves towards simplicity in de-
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sign and in fact can only be
used in that manner if an anachronism is to be avoided. All of
which points very directly in
favor of contemporary design.
The architect to whom the
people had delegated and entrusted the power to build was
riding the bandwagon soon after
the last war. Somehow, with a
recent apparent spurt in good
modern church design evident
here and there, it would seem,
unhappily so, that he was a part
of an era consecrated solemnly
to the pursuit of profit alone.
How else can such marked poverty in design that we have seen
all around us be excused?
~

Va lid Be auty
The people in these past few
years have been examining the
long standing tradition of political, economic, and social institutions, and are creating out of
them something new, moulded
to their particular needs. It is
likewise true that there has been
a corresponding and inevitable
evolution in their architecture.
Today, there are appearing in-

sistently, in each year's crop of
new church buildings, unmistakably original solutions. There
are signs of vital thought; signs
that religious architecture has
come to build again for the needs
and expressions of the people.
And so, today, there are encouraging signs of a
new
strength in church design in the
United States. Further, there
has been a marked affirmation
and confidence expressed generally in favor of such innovations.
I have tried, if somewhat long
windedly, to answer the question, "Is contemporary architecture truly Lutheran?" I do believe then that contemporary
architecture is truly Lutheran.
For, to create a true architecture
poised upon modern technical
approaches as to materials and
construction creates a real faith
for our times. This is the honest
architecture, whether it be the
modern of the Medici or the
modern of today. Here is a logic
which always had and always
will have a valid and immutable
beauty.
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wine and running around with
other people's wives and then
our diplomats sit down with
these people and try to make
friends with them.
After dinner, I asked Congressman Lester whether that
Supreme Court business last
year had done much damage in
his state and he said No, it hadn't because the Negro down
South is not pushy like the
Negroes up North and would be
perfectly we 11 satisfied with
things as they are if the Yankees
would just stick to their own
business and let others stick to
theirs. I was glad to hear that
because from what some of our
newspapers and magazines have
been saying you would suppose
that the Negro was practically a
.slave down South. Just goes to
show you that if you want the
truth about a problem you have
to go where the problem is and
find out for yourself.
Then I asked Congressman
Lester what he thought about
1956 and he got all red in the
face and I thought he was going
to explode. He said that although most of the people don't
know it, the two-party system is
dead. He said that all of these
conventions and campaigns and
what-not are just window-dressing, that the actual decision on
who was going to run was made

letter from
Xanadu, Nebr.
Dear Editor,

I

-\

Well, the wife and I got back
last night from the first annual
meeting of the International Lutheran Implement Dealers Association of the United States
and Canada in Miami. It was a
wonderful meeting, even though
there were only six of us present.
The boys elected me executive
secretary, editor of our paper,
and chairman of the stewardship
committee. Eddie Schmier, from
over at Alph River Junction,
was elected president. So now we
are legally organized and ready
for our first big project, which
is to decide what the purposes
of our organization are. I would
appreciate any suggestions you
may have to offer.
Our banquet speaker was Congressman Jeeter 0 . Lester, jr., of
Mississippi who had spent the
summer in Europe investigating
the temptations that lie in wait
for our soldier boys when they
go on furlough over there. I
guess they must be pretty awful.
According to Congressman Lester, all the Europeans think
about is eating and drinking
41
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by a little crowd of one-worlders
in New York with Bernie Baruch running the show. What we
need, according to Congressman
Lester, is a True American third
party to oppose the Socialist
Labor party that is being cooked
up by the leaders of the AFL
and CIO.
Sometimes my c o n s c i e n c e
bothers me about how I have
stayed out of politics. I have my
living to make, of course, and it
doesn't pay to antagonize customers, but after all a man does
owe something to his country,
and you keep hearing these
stories about the plots that are
being hatched by labor leaders
and international bankers and
one-worlders and what-not and
you feel you ought to do something about them before it is too
late. But what can one man do?
I've got my business to keep up,
and now I have this association
to build up, and there are only
so many hours in the day.
Meanwhile, we have a little
problem to work out here in
town. For years, some of us have
been trying to get Rev. Zeitgeist
to cancel the New Year's Eve
communion service. You know
how it is on New Year's Eve. It's
just not the right time to be
taking communion. Now this
year, to add to the problem, the
Commercial Club is having a big

New Year's Eve dance at the
Legion Hall and naturally I
have to go because these are the
business people from the whole
county but it means either that
I have to skip communion, which
I don't like to do, or else I have
to take communion and then go
to the dance. It seems to me that
a Christian congregation ought
to have enough consideration for
its members not to force them
into such an embarrassing position. So tomorrow night, at
voter's meeting, some of us are
going to make another try at
having the New Year's Eve communion dropped. After all, the
Bible doesn't even say the we
have to go to church on New
Year's Eve, let alone communion.
Christmas Day would be a better time for communion, anyway. That would allow a full
week between communion and
the party and I always like to
watch myself for a week before
and after I take communion.
Haven't had much time to work
up any Christmas spirit yet but a
few decorations and a little snow
will take care of that. We're going
to have a very quiet Christmas
this year since the trip to Miami
cost us a little more than we had
expected. But then, after the
children are grown, Christmas
doesn't mean too much anyway.
Season's greetings-G.G.
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~ and MUSIC MAKERS
By

WALTER

A.

HANSEN

history and in the development
of the tonal art.

On October 8, while attending the 1955 Music Critics'
Workshop-held in Louisville,
Kentucky, from October 7 to 9
under the co-sponsorship of the
Louisville Orchestra and the
American Symphony Orchestra
League under a grant made by
the Rockefeller Foundation-!
had dinner with Paul H. Lang,
the learned author of a monumental book titled Music in
W e s t e r n Civilization. In the
course of our conversation I told
Dr. Lang, who teaches in the
graduate school of Columbia
University and, in 1954, succeeded Virgil Thomson as music
critic for the New York Herald
Tribune, that in a few days I
would undertake to review a concert devoted to Gregorian Chant.

John Rosenfield, of the Dallas
Morning News, came along and
asked if he might take part in
our little tete-a-tete. Naturally,
we were glad to have him in our
company. "Mr. Hansen just put
an important question," said Dr.
Lang. "Let me ask if you, in
Dallas, ever review church music." Mr. Rosenfield agreed that,
as a rule, critics do not devote
as much attention to this music
as they should. Then we dwelt
for some time on cogent reasons
which, in many instances, make
it rather difficult and precarious
for critics to write as often as
they should about presentations
of church music.
Deep pleasure, coupled with
much trepidation, came upon
me as, a few days later, I undertook to write about a concert devoted exclusively to Gregorian
Chant. The St. Meinrad Archabbey Schola, of the Benedictine
Monastery, at St. Meinrad, Indiana, under the direction of the
Rev. Ambrose Frey, O.S.B.,

"Do you ever review presentations of church music?" I asked
Dr. Lang. "No," he replied, "but
I think critics should devote
some of their attention to concerts at which music of this kind
is performed." Then we discussed
briefly the far-reaching importance of Gregorian Chant in the
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chanted selections from the liturgies for Advent, Christmas,
Lent, Holy Week, Easter and
Pentecost. The Rev. Raban Hathorn, O.S.B., commented authoritatively on the presentations
and read translations of the
Latin texts.
I took keen pleasure in writing that review because, for
many years, I have been deeply
interested in Gregorian Plainsong, which, as every scholar
worth his salt will admit, is the
foundation on which all our
Western music is built. I approached my assignment with
trepidation because I realize
with the utmost sharpness how
little I actually know about the
vast subject of Gregorian Chant.
At the same time I bore in mind
that a feeling of horror invariably takes hold of me whenever,
111 the course of human events,
I come 111 contact with those
who, on the basis of a few university courses, imagine that they
are past masters of the art of
Gregorian Plainsong.
When I set out to discuss the
concert I have mentioned, I decided at once not to give an
evaluation based primarily on
tonal quality. Had I made up
my mind to stress this important
aspect of the singing most of all,
my words would have been filled
with enthusiasm.

But I concluded that it was
necessary for me to place paramount emphasis on what I think
Is the all-important fact that
Gregorian Chant, when properly
presented, is nothing more than
the handmaiden of the liturgical
texts. As I see it, the principal
function of this music is to put
the words into pertinent relief.
Gregorian Chant, in itself, resorts to nothing which would
have a tendency either to obfuscate those words or to deemphasize their meaning. Its
purpose is to rivet attention on
the texts. It abjures all melodic,
rhythmical, and harmonic excitement.
In consequence, clear-cut articulation is, and must be,
stressed with the utmost conscientiousness when Gregori an
Plainsong is to be presented 111
the proper manner. Furthermore, one must bear 111 mind
that this music-music with a
single melodic line-is wedded,
so to speak to Latin and cannot
be used m a fitting way with
any other language. In this twodimensional music rhythm and
accentuation are determined entirely by the words and their
thought-content.
All t h e s e characterizations
were in evidence as members of
the Benedictine Order gave a recital of Gregorian Chant. As one
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who has long been familiar with
many of the Latin texts I can
say that the diction was precise
and sharp. The accentuation
was in agreement with the words.
This means that the presentations had unmistakable authenticity. Let us never forget that
what students of music know
about Gregorian Plainsong they
owe almost entirely to the long
and thorough-going research of
the Benedictines of Solesmes, in
France, who are the real authorities in this field.
As I listened to the chanting of
the monks, I was deeply im.pressed by the unassailably significant fact that anyone who
undertakes to direct presentations of Gregorian Plainsong
must be guided by principles
radically different in many respects from those which conductors of church music of other
types are obliged to observe. I
realized again that the function
and the true purpose of Gregorian Plainsong are completely
beclouded by those who direct it
with a strict beating of time and
with emphasis on routine laws of
musical rhythm.
The more I hear and study
Gregorian Chant, the more I
marvel at the wonderful way in
which it actually weds music to
the Latin texts and their message.
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Not long after my return from
Louisville I reviewed a concert
devoted to the following three
compositions: Overture to "Benvenuto Cellini," by Hector Berlioz; Aram Khatchaturian's Concerto for Piano and Orchestra,
and Peter Ilyich Tchaikovsky's
Symphony No. 4, in F Minor,

op. 36.
Naturally, I am speaking only
for myself when I say that Berlioz' Overture to "Benvenuto
Cellin" an d Khatchaturian's
Concerto for Piano and Orchestra usually fill me, heart and
soul, with boredom. But when I
listen to Berlioz' overture, I can
force boredom to take a back
seat if I concentrate on the
extraordinary orchestral cunning
exemplified in the work and if I
note that both the orchestra and
the conductor succeed admirably
in setting forth whatever the
music happens to contain in the
matter of genuine substance.
Whenever I am exposed to
Khatchaturian's Concerto for Piano and Orchestra, I fix my attention on color, on the elements
and reminiscences of Armenian
folk music that are woven into
its texture, on the garish and
somewhat diffuse character of
the scoring, and, most of all, on
the brilliantly derivative and, in
s?me . respects, startingly effective p1ano part.
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In Louisville I gave patient
ear to a young and by no means
modest composer who told us
that one should 'never speak of
music as "derivative" and that
one should strive to avoid the
use of the word "originality."
This man was sure that he had
laid a golden egg.
Nevertheless, I shall continue
to be both obstinate and honest
by stating that, in my opinion,
much of Khatchaturian's concerto reminds me, by the bucketful, of Franz Liszt, of Tchaikovsky, and of parts of Igor Stravinsky's The Firebird.
Tchaikovsky's Symphony No.
4 is frequently referred to as a
"chestnut." But one dare not
forget that it is a "chestnut" in
which sincere searchers can always find something new. Tchaikovsky's Fourth is a masterpiece
-a masterpiece which neither
should nor will be banished from
the standard orchestral repertory.

j
RECENT RECORDINGS
GEORGE GERSHWIN. Rhapsody in Blue
and Co.ncerto in F. Sondra Bianca,
pianist, with the Pro Musica Symphony Orchestra of Hamburg, Germany, under Hans-Juergen Walther.
- I apologize to no one for my
fondness for much of the music of
Gershwin. Why should I? Miss
Bianca, born in New York City in

1930, plays the Rhapsody in Blue, a
great American classic, and the
Concerto in F with a German orchestra under a German conductor.
Do they succeed in presenting this
music with proper attention to the
auth~ntic,.
idiomatic, a n d racy
American expression it exemplifies?
They do indeed . 33 1/3 rpm·. MG-M E3237.
FREDERIC FRANCOIS CHOPIN. Walt~es .
Artur Rubinstein, pianist. - The
waltzes of Chopin are slow to anger.
Their patience is amazing. How
grievously they are manhandledboth by thousands of students and
by some concert pianists! But
Rubinstein, a mighty poet and
prophet of piano-playing at its
noblest and its most sensitive, plays
these masterpieces in complete accord with their character .and their
spirit. 33 1/3 rpm. RCA Victor
LM-1892.
RICHARD STRAuss. Till Eulenspiegels
lustige Streiche (Till Eulenspiegel's
Merry Pranks) and Tod und Verklaerung (Death and Transfiguration) . The NBC Symphony Orchestra under Arturo Toscanini. - I
have heard and reviewed many recordings of these two fine symphonic poems; but no previously issued disc has enabled me to be
aware of the numerous and multifarious details of the composer's
masterfully constructed scores as
clearly and, let me add, as thrillingly as the one I recommend wholeheartedly at this time. 33 1/3 rpm.
RCA Victor LM-1891.
Gw SEPPE VERDI. Aida. The Rome
Opera House and Chorus in con-
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junction with the following artists:
Zinka Milanov, soprano, as Aida;
Fedora Barbiere, mezzo-soprano, as
Amneris; Jussi Bjoerling, tenor, as
Rhadames; Leonard Warren, baritone, as Amonastro; Boris Christoff,
basso, as Ramfis; Plinio Clabassi,
basso, as the King of Egypt ; Mario
Carlin, tenor, as the Messenger;
Bruna Rizzoli, soprano, as the
Priestess. Jonel Perlea, conductor.
-Like millions of others, I never
cease to be thrilled by those tunes
in Aida that are known throughout
the world, and every time I hear
this opera, I marvel more and more
at Verdi's miracle-working skill in
the art of writing music that is intensely and grippingly dramatic.
This is an outstanding disc-presentation of Aida. 33 1/3 rpm. RCA
Victor LM-6122.
EDoUARD LALO. Concerto in D Minor,
for 'Cello and Orchestra. CAMILLE
SAINTSAENS. Concerto No. 1, in A
Minor, for 'Cello and Orchestra.
Andre Navarra, 'cello, with the
Orchestra of the Paris Opera under
Emanuel Young. - Brilliant performances of two excellent compoSitiOns for 'cello and orchestra.
33 1/3 rpm. Capitol P-8318 .
CoNCERTos UNDER THE STARS . The
Hollywood Bowl Symphony Orchestra, under Carmen Dragon, with
Leonard Pennario, piano, presents
Charles Wildman's Swedish Rhapso dy ; Sergei Rachmaninoff's Pre-
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lude in C Sharp Minor; John Hubert Bath's Cornish Rhapsody, from
the picture titled Love Story; Franz
Liszt's Liebestraum; Richard Addinsell's Warsaw Concerto, from the
picture called Dangerous Moonlight
in Britain but released in America
under the title Suicide Squadron;
the first movement of Ludwig van
Beethoven's Moonlight Sonata; and
Scherzo, from Henry Litolff's Concerto Symphonique. -It is safe to
say that thousands will derive
pleasure without stint from this recording. Whatever arrangements for
piano and orchestra were necessary
have been made with admirable
skill. 33 1/3 rpm. Capitol P-8326.
ROBERT ScHUMANN . Piano Quintet in
E Flat Major, Op. 44. The Hollywood String Quartet, with Victor
Aller, piano. JoHANN NEPOMUK
HuMMEL. Quartet In G Major, Op.
30, No. 2. The Hollywood String
Quartet. -Exemplary readings of
a masterpiece and a work which
need not have been resurrected from
the dead. 33 1/3 rpm. Capitol P8316.

LuDWIG VAN BEETHOVEN. Concerto in
D Major, for Violin and Orchestra,
Op. 61. Nathan Milstein, violin,
with the Pittsburgh Symphony Orchestra under William Steinberg.An ideal performance of a toweringly great masterpiece. Milstein, wizard of the violin, plays his own cadenzas. 33 1/3 rpm . Capitol P-8313.

THE NEW BOOKS
Unsigned reviews are by the Editors
as your fathers did, so you are
doing now. Can you name a single
prophet whom your fathers did
not persecute? They killed the
men who long ago foretold the
coming of the Just One, and now
in our own day you have become
His betrayers and His murderers.
You are the men who have received the Law of God miraculously, by the hand of angels, and
you are the men who have disobeyed it!
In an appendix to the main text,
Mr. Phillips has included expanded
versions of four of the great speeches
in the Acts: Peter's on the day of
Pentecost, Stephen's before the Sanhedrin, Paul before the Areopagus,
and Paul before Agrippa.
Mr. Phillips' preface to the main
text is, in itself, an essay eminently
deserving of the attention of Christians
who wish to learn, from the primitive
Church, what the modern Church
might and ought to be like. It raises
some very pertinent and even disturbing questions.

RELIGION
THE YOUNG CHURCH IN ACTION

A Translation of the Acts of the
Apostles by J,B. Phillips (Macmillan, $2.50)
The whole English-speaking Church
is deeply indebted to J. B. Phillips for
the masterful translations of the
Pauline Epistles (Letters to You'T!g
Churches) and of the Gospels which
have done so much to restore the
New Testament to our generation in
a language which we can understand.
This debt has now been greatly enlarged by the publication of Mr. Phillips' translation of the Acts of the
Apostles.
The recasting 1:lf the familiar story
of the Church's youth into idiomatic
modern-day English accomplishes some
remarkable things. It disperses the
mist of foggy antiquity which arises
out of the archaic language of the
King James Version. It gives new
power to the great speeches of Stephen
and Paul. It reveals, with new freshness, the personalities of the men and
women of the early Church who,
though we often forget it, are our
spiritual contemporaries.
Listen, once, to the climax of Stephen's address as Phillips translates it:
You obstinate people, heathen
in your thinking, heathen in the
way you are listening to me now!
It is always the same-you never
fail to resist the Holy Spirit! Just

. ,..

FOUNDATIONS OF CHRISTIAN
KNOWLEDGE

By Georgia Harkness (Abingdon,
$2.75)
The present volume is another in
the increasing number of books which
are being written these days on Christian apologetics, especially in the area
of Christian epistemology. Unlike
Paul Tillich, who plumbs the depths
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for ingenious insights and then writes
unclearly, Georgia H arkness, now professor of applied theology at the Pacific School of Religion and the best
known woman theologian of the country, gleans the findings of the profound theologians and then presents
them in a simple and clear manner.
The non-professional theologian and
informed layman need writers of the
Harkness kind. Reading her productions is both profitable and delightful.
The task to which she addresses herself in this book is "to explore the
grounds on which we can know what
we know in the field of Christian
truth." In the first section of the
book she engages in the difficult job
of describing the relationship between
philosophy and science and theology,
pointing out the nature of each and
the contributions which each can
make to the other. Chapter IV is devoted to the delicate subject of revelation, faith, and knowledge, in which
revelation is not "divinely imparted
truth" but rather "God's self-disclosure
to the receptive spirit." The last three'
chapters are given to the question,
What are the sources of Christian
truth? For the author there are three:
the authority of the Bible, the inner
light of the Spirit, and the authority
of the Christian community-a very
commendable triumvirate.
While Dr. Harkness does well in
describing the problems and possibilities of the foundations of Christian
knowledge, she does not provide
thorough, adequate solutions. One
seems to feel that throughout she is
anxious to play the role of a matchmaker. She wants and feels convinced
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that present antitheses can be happily
married, philosophical and biblical
theology, science and theology, reason
and revelation, liberalism and conservatism. So anxious is she for such
marriages that, at least so it seems to
the reviewer, repeatedly she oversimplifies the problems and the solutions.
How, for instance, can religious liberalism and conservatism of the yesterday variety be brought under one
roof! That these various pursuits have
a right to exist and a contribution to
make is not to be denied, but their
relationship is a delicate and precarious one and must be precisely defined if the eternal Gospel of Christ
i~ to remain pure and dynamic.
The books is commendable and
profitable in its description of the
problems and possibilities of Christian
foundations, but it is unfortunately
too simple and easy with its solutions.
ERHARDT P. WEBER
TRUE MORALITY AND
ITS COUNTERFEITS

By Dietrich von Hildebrand (McKay, $3.00)
This book examines, from the
standpoint of Christian morality, what
has been called "circumstance ethics."
This form of ethics holds that in true
morality there is no place for general
ethical rules or principles because
each ethical situation is individual and
unique. Therefore one must in each
case decide in harmony with the particular circumstances that obtain, and
if one does this sincerely, guided by
one's conscience, God is satisfied,
even though the decision as at odds
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with accepted moral principles.
In
other words, God is interested in
purity of motive and not in the resulting action. This theory is a protest against outward, legalistic, pharisaical obedience to God's law.
The author, professor of philosophy
at Fordham University, shows the untenableness of this position and the
evils to which it leads. He writes as
as Catholic, and some of his remarks
will not be acceptable to non-Catholics, but his general position is soundly
scriptural. He argues trenchantly, and
we were struck especially by some
remarkably keen psychological analyses of people whose obedience to God's.
law is shot through with self-righteousness and spiritual pride. The book is,
however, not easy reading.

version of the Bible. It is, however,
far from exhaustive in this limited
field. It is an elementary vocabulary.
And in fairness it must be said that it
makes no claims beyond that. It offers
a good beginning, inviting to a sequel
of larger scope.
To some it is a moot question
whether theological German has its
own technical vocabulary. And a cursory study of this book might tend to
lend content to this contention. Very
many of the words contained in this
dictionary should prove intelligible to
any good third- or fourth-year college
student of conversational German. And
yet the words he would flunk justify
the author's efforts. Many of the
words are after all, as it were, sui
generis.

ADOLPH HAENTZSCHEL

A THEOLOGICAL GERM AN
VOCABULARY

By Walter M. Mosse (Macmillan,
$2.50)
In his dedicatory word the author,
who is tutor in theological German at
Princeton Theological S e m i n a r y,
quotes the tenth-century German
poetess Hroswitha von Gandersheim:
"Si enim alicui placet mea devotio,
gaudebo. Si autem nulli placet:
memet ipsum tamen juvat quod feci."
The modest author can rest assured
that his book will prove a source of
pleasure and an object of useful service to many students of German theology. The vocabulary was selected
from words and phrases current in
the writing of the nineteenth and
twentieth centuries and from Luther's

Decades ago a German theological
dictionary would have elicited little
interest in our circles, both lay and
clerical. Practically all the words listed
here were common property, household words. Since then a generation
has grown up to whom they are Greek.
And hence such a book today supplies
a real need also with us. If Professor
Gildersleeve's (Johns Hopkins) dictum
is true that German is to the scholar
what a clean white shirt is to the
gentleman, namely self-evident and
necessary accouterment, then t h e
knowledge of German is doubly necessary equipment for the Lutheran student and scholar of theology. And this
book will offer at least a little help
toward equipping him.
MARTIN

H.
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BELLES-LETTRES
THE NEW POCKET ANTHOLOGY OF
AMERICAN VERSE

By Oscar Williams (World, $3.50)

.J

This compilation includes American
poetry "from colonial days to the
present." An unusual feature of the
anthology is that the poets are arranged in aphabetical order with a
chronological index in the forepart of
the book. Mr. Williams explains in
his preface that "the book is so arranged that modern and older poems
are likely to be read in juxtaposition,
thus enabling the reader to compare
his responses without bias or textbook
compulsions." Considerably more space
is given to modern poets than to the
earlier American poets. According to
Mr. Williams, most of the American
poetry written before 1900, except for
such writers as Poe, Whitman, and
Dickinson, is more English in character than American. But in the Twentieth Century, he states, " ... our poetry
has become a genuine American expression." Included in the volume are
a fair number of young poets, some
of whom are unknown except to the
conscientious readers of contemporary
literature. The anthologist hopes that
this volume will stimulate the reader
"into getting the books of the established poets and into demanding the
publication of the younger poets." A
shorter selection of these poems has
been prepared in pocket book form
and sells for $.50.
DELLA

MARIE

KRENTZ
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JOURNEY INTO DAWN

By Grace Noll Crowell (Harper,
$1.50)
Not infrequently we all have
thoughts and experiences which we
feel are worthy of recording either by
a photograph or a line in a diary, on
a canvas or a page of music, or as
Grace Noll Crowell has done, by lines
of poetry. All of us in our fashion
come to discover the brightness of
hope upon meeting despair, the richness of love upon knowing loneliness,
the radiance of dawn upon walking
night's darkness, and the meaning of
life upon acquaintance with death.
Surely no life is lived without encountering these experiences.
With remarkable vividness and great
spiritual insight, Grace Noll Crowell
has recorded for the readers of her
newest volume of poetry these invaluable experiences of living which
are common to the lives of all of us.
Rut her poetry is more than descriptive-it is interpretive and above all
inspirational and can only deepen
and increase her readers' understanding of the constantly recurring question : why ?-which looms to challenge
us when dangers threaten, when
clouds gather, when hearts grow sad.
In these few pages is a profession
of faith of one who feels intensely,
who understands deeply, who recognizes constantly the presence of God
Almighty. For all who will read her
poems, there is a treasury of inspiration, a store of spiritual strength and
a heart of courage, for
"The presence of the Lord is here
Within this emerald solitude.
If one but listen he can hear

52

THE CRESSET

Through organ pipes and cello wood
Music lifting from the sod
Where the trees of the wood sing
out to God."
("Forest Sanctuary", I Chronicles
16:33)
jEAN

BICHSEL

FRAGILE LINEAGE

By Christine Turner Curtis ( Peter
Pauper Press, $2 .00)
"Fragile Lineage" is a small book,
distinctively bound, containing fortyeight poems. Miss Curtis relates sensitive observations from nature to the
conditions of man; his inner struggles,
his frailt y, his loneliness, in poems
which have the delicacy, depth, and
restraint of fine etchings.
DELLA

MARIE

kRENTZ

FICTION
THE TONTINE

By Thomas B. Constain (Doubleday,
$5 .95)
The last and greatest of all tontines, the Waterloo Tontine, was begun in England at the time of Napoleon's defeat and ran on into Queen
Victoria's reign. A life insurance
scheme, the tontine was a longevity
race entered into by thousands of
people at a fee of one hundred
pounds each. Each year as death
claimed more victims, survivors gained
more in dividends, the "object" being
that the last survivor and his heirs
would claim the balance of money.
The tontine was later made illegal because of the great amount of gambling
which naturally accompanies a race
involving huge sums of money.

Using the tontine plus a series of
inevitable coincidences, Costain has
written a novel of two families, the
Carboys and the Graces, who are rivals
in business, in loves, and in the tontine. The novel tries to encompass almost everything the nineteenth century had to offer-Napoleonic intrigue, immense industrial empires,
child labor, women suffrage, the growing Americas. The characters are really
"too numerous to mention"-the cast
includes handsome men, beautiful
women, and of course, the important
ones live on and on.
A little slow to start, The Tontine
is an interesting novel of 960 pagesdivided, for convenience in handling,
into two separate volumes. Anyone is
taken by a race; The Tontine speeds
up in interest as the survivors get
down to a handful and criminal activity by bookies and promoters increases. I wouldn't call the novel
great, but it certainly reads easily.
Sometimes it seems almost too perfect: the pieces fall into place too
smoothly. Costain, I'm sure, prepared
a long and highly detailed outline and
just wrote between the lines.
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GREEN POND

(Vanguard,
By Evan Brandon
$4.75 )
The Doctors Thornwell, father and
son, served the small Carolina community of Green Pond from the time
of the Civil War to the present. Both
doctors fit the idealized type of physician whose approach is that of an
old country doctor but who keeps
abreast, if not ahead, of the modern
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trends in medicine. They are outspoken, unconventional men, but they
are respected and many of the local
residents seek their advice. Neither of
the doctors comes to life on these
pages; they remain cardboard figures
to which the author has assigned certain virtues.
But as the story of the southern
community of Green Pond this is a
successful novel. The growth of the
town, the changes brought on by time,
the interaction of the inhabitants and
their effect on the progress of the
community are well told. Even though
many of the charcters look familiar,
having appeared in previous novels,
this is not the usual Southern town of
the novelist. It is in neither the magnolia nor the decadent school of
Southern description. It is a very believable place.
Mr. Brandon worked on his novel
for over 12 years and it was rewritten
three times before the author considered it ready for publishing. While
this extensive rewriting and revising
seems to have taken the life out of
some of the prose, it has produced a
perceptive and interesting modern
novel of life in this area of the South
over the last 100 years.

THE DEER PARK
By Norman Mailer (Putnam, $4.00)
Mr. Mailer's third novel, The Deer
Park, is an attempt to explore the
whole question of integrity-the painful struggle to achieve it, the high
price that must be paid for it, the
dire consequences of losing it. Unfortunately, the author's real purpose re-
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mains for the most part obscure, and
what emerges is a repulsive treatment
of erotic capers.
The hero and narrator of the story,
Sergius O'Shaugnessy, who grew up
in an orphanage, is a recently discharged Air Force pilot. With fourteen thousand dollars in his pocket
(the result of a poker game in Tokyo)
and in search of a good time (he
actually wants to be a writer), he
wanders into a new resort town that
resembles Palm Springs.
There he
falls in with a sordid assortment of
Hollywood stars, hopefuls, and hasbeens; producers and directors; homosexuals, panders, and call girls-all of
them depraved, all of them driven by
the worship of success. Sergius drifts
into a friendship with Charles Eitel, a
celebrated director who lost his job
for refusing to cooperate with a Congressional
investigating
committee .
Both Sergius and Eitel eventually
must make difficult decisions that determine their futures. Eitel is promised his old position at the studio if
he turns informer and clears himself
with the committee. Sergius is offered
a film career if he will consent to the
making of a dishonest movie about his
life.

The Deer Park is a curious mixture of strength and weakness. Although there are a few brilliant
scenes, many are completely artless.
The writing, which at times is deft,
often is awkward. There is evidence of
clear thinking and of muddled thinking. We find ourselves wondering if
we have here the work of a perceptive, highly talented author or, as we
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finally conclude, of an immature,
angry, relentless moralizer. If we assume that Mr. Mailer is a serious,
honest writer who does not deliberately give himself up to sensationalism,
we also must suggest that he develop
a sense of good taste before working
on another novel. We put down The
Deer Park with immense relief and
with a pronounced shudder.
CARLENE BARTELT

GENERAL
THE OPPENHEIMER CASE
By Charles P. Curtis (Simon and
Schuster, $4.00)
In this very well-organized exposition of the 1954 affair of the Atomic
Energy Commission (L. Strauss, chairman) vs. J. Robert Oppenheimer,
Boston lawyer Curtis has done a fine
job. We may wonder what good this
analysis may be able to accomplish
since such great damage has been
done by the "security system" behind
which such far-Jess-than-candid people
as Admiral Strauss hide their hatchet
work. But this is a good time for history to start to rectify a violation of
prudence and common sense. For
that's what it was when such men as
composed the majority of the Gordon
Gray Board, which conducted the
"inquiry" into t he Oppenheimer
"case," allowed themselves to become
slaves to doubt and not seekers of
truth.
The publishers should also be
thanked for the printing job this book
represents. For the major parts of the
transcripts of the Gray Board hearings

have been printed here and, while it
is true that closely printed pages are
sometimes hard to read, authentic
transcripts should always be gratefully
received by people who wish to look
fairly behind the newspaper columns.
These transcripts are more valuable
and interesting than most for, you
see, the Atomic Energy Commission, L.
Strauss, chairman, promised all these
famous witnesses that it would not
publish their testimony. (Some of the
witnesses: Bush, Conant, Dean, DuBridge, Fermi, Groves, Kennan, Lilienthal, McCloy, von Neumann, Rabi,
Teller.) But it did. The result, in my
case at least: I now think even less
of Mrs. Strauss and Mr. Teller (the
"father" of the H-bomb); I had also
been led, earlier, to think more highly
than I now do of Mr. Gordon Gray;
and I now think even more highly of
J. R. Oppenheimer.

-

MEMOIRS BY HARRY S. TRUMAN,
VOLUME I, YEAR OF DECISIONS
(Doubleday, $5.00)
It has been . almost three years since
Harry S. Truman left the White House
to become the junior ex-President. " -.
During these years he has been occupying his time writing his memoirs
about his years as the nation's chief "'
executive. The first of a projected twovolume set, "Year of Decisions," has
now been released in book form. A
condensed version of this appeared "·
earlier in the year in Life magazine
so that much that was being revealed
for the first time has already been 4
discussed and commented on in ·this
country. A second volume, "Years of
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Trial and Hope," is still to be released. Since much of the punch of
this first volume has already been
dissipated it harly seems necessary to
review all of the decisions that Mr.
Truman had to make in his first, and
unexpected, year as President. There
were many to be made and he made
them as he saw the need. The second
World War was drawing to a close
and an era was about to start that
Mr. Truman, and many others,
thought and hoped would be an era
of unparalleled peace. His decisions
during this time were many and difficult and he made them courageously
and expeditiously.
Mr. Truman will always be a controversial figure. His admirers will
find much in his memoirs to strengthen
and fortify their opinions; his critics,
if their blood pressure will permit
them to read this book, will find much
to vindicate their judgments. Mr. Truman's decisions reflected value judgments based on certain assumptions
and he is careful to state these. Not
everyone will accept these judgments
or assumptions and to the extent that
this is so there will always be those,
now and in the future, who will take
issue in such a manner that no profit
will come from attempting to reconcile or compromise the points of view.
This has been the fate of most political leaders and not a single president
has escaped this.
Mr. Truman's memoirs cover both
his first year as President as well as
the years leading to this. He recalls
his family, his childhood, his young
adulthood, his years in politics in Kansas City, and his years in the Senate
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prior to being elected Vice-President.
Mr. Truman is not, in my opinion, a
very gifted writer and the entire
volume, and this whether he is recounting a critical national decision or
an insignificant event in his life, is
marked by a rather pedestrian approach. Much of the material with
regard to the decisions made and
what was said by whom to whom will
prove of great interest to historians .
I can not help but feel however that
there is a little too much of tllis in
this volume. The day-to-day or hourto-hour discussions at Potsdam, for
example, are interesting but much of
the material is now old hat. A summary of the meetings, his impressions,
his problems, his reflections, would, I
feel, have made a volume of more interesting reading for the general citizen of the United States.
Despite this tendency however it is
an important book. Mr. Truman by
the very fact that he lacked the color
and dynamic quality of Franklin
Roosevelt and by the fact that he
was an "ordinary" man brought home
to the people of the United States the
humanness of the presidency just as
Mr. Eisenhower's recent i II n e s s
brought home the fragility of it. More
people thought about the office of
president during Mr. Truman's tenure
than they had ever felt tempted to
think about during Mr. Roosevelt's
long tenure. Because Mr. Truman was
endowed with this quality his own account of what it is or was like to be the
President supplies a great deal of information on the actual function of
the chief executive of a republic with
three equal divisions. If Franklin
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Roosevelt expanded the department
of the executive until it was out of
proportion certainly Mr. Truman contracted it to its '"normal size." His
thoughts and actions as he proceeded
to the conclusion of the war demonstrate that if Mr. Roosevelt was a
great leader Mr. Truman was a good
President.
PORTRAIT OF BARRIE

By Cynthia Asquith (Dutton, $3.50)
An author's reach should exceed his
grasp (to paraphrase Browning's famous statement) ; here there is essentially only grasp. This interesting biography of James Matthew Barrie's
later years is welcome because it does
present the multitude of personal details that were within the "grasp" of
his secretary for twenty seasons. Still,
much of it is seemingly a prolix transscript of relatively unimportant items;
or, to put it differently, the earnest
reader will be disappointed in his expectations of possibly new light,
especially for literary criticism, on the
late Victorian whose contradictory
moods made him an enigma or perhaps even a legend.
For example, Mrs. Asquith tells us :
Occasionally, Barrie was persuaded to leave his flat to go to a Saturday-to-Monday country- house
party. . . . A letter he wrote while
staying with some Americans who
had taken a large country house
gives a characteristically embroidered description of his sufferings
as a guest.
After quoting this letter, the biographer says: " It must not be inferred that
Barrie enjoyed no country - house
visits." There follow the names of a

few persons whose hospitality this
Scotchman enjoyed. It seems to me
that here is an opportunity, for instance, for analysis rather than anecdote. Such social uneasiness no doubt
influenced this journalist-dramatistnovelist. Would it not be a boon to
have someone this close to him present a penetrating interpretation?
Anyhow, no Peter Pan in these pages.
HERBERT H. UMBACH

MILOU'S DAUGHTER, MADELEINE

By Mrs. Robert Henrey (Dutton,
$3 .50)
Mrs. H enrey has written another
book. It seems she took a trip to the
South of France, trying to recapture
girlhood memories of her father and
their years there. She meets many
people, all of whom are interesting to
her, extremely few of whom remember
either her, her father, or any of her
friends or relatives. (The trip seems
rather pointless from that standpoint.)
H er tour includes, among other things,
a Russian cathedral, the Mardi Gras
at Nice, a nd a rather dull lunch with
the Aga Khan.
Of course, there are some interesting passages in the book, but by and
large Mrs. Henrey's work will have
little general appeal. Its presentation
is not sufficiently impersonal nor is it
really of any importance; its style
( present tense ) becomes boring and
awkward. T his is no less than the
sixth book Mrs. Henrey has written
since 1953-let the reader conclude
just how well written it is. A discriminating author will not write, as Mrs.
H enrey does, of absolutely every ex-
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perience or conversation he has ever
had anywhere.
FATHER SETS THE PACE

By Gontran de Poncins (Doubleday,
$2.50)
"Father belonged to that race of
special beings who could live only
amidst what was best ...He needed
perfection in everything. . . . To disturb the merest trifle of his meant
endangering a highly delicate state of
balance . ... Not only had he made his
life a work of art, but he had also
made one of his person."
One must admire Gontran de Poncins for having written a book about
the precious old egotist instead of having visited upon him the kick in the
pants he deserved. But really, what is
meant to be a fairly eulogistic account
of a fabulous individualist may fairly
nauseate the reader who has learned
the truth of Stevenson's observation
that "life was not designed to minister
to a man's vanity."
"'Your father made me very
happy,' she [de Poncin's mother]
said simply just before she died. It
was the most pious lie I have ever
heard."
THE RAGGED EDGE

By Marquis Childs (Doubleday,
$3.50)
Correspondent Childs presents ·herein his account of some of the momentous events of 1954, starting with
the February Big Four foreign ministers' meeting in Berlin and proceeding
to the Geneva Conference on IndoChina and the repudiation of EDC by
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France in the late summer. It is not
an optimistic picture. It will not comfort those who believe that a relaxation of tension is in the offing, and
that consequently a general American
withdrawal from our burdensome obligations will be possible. Highly critical of Republican global policy, Childs
feels we are being lulled into disaster,
an Old Testament judgment Western
man has brought down upon himself
by his pride and his sinful waywardness.
The style of writing is uneven, the
pace breathless, but the tone is one of
deep concern and complete sincerity.
There are excellent personality portraits of Eisenhower and Stevenson,
Dulles, Eden, and Adenauer, Molotov,
Chou En-lai, and scores of lesser
figures. Descriptions of a Soviet press
conference, an East German peoples'
parade, of the "golden khetto" for
U.S. forces in Germany provide brief
interludes of humor in an otherwise
grim book.
WILLIS D. BoYD
THE PROGRAM ENCYCLOPEDIA

By Clement A. Duran (Association
Press, $7.95)
For a group leader who needs a
source book of ideas, this is excellent.
After brief introductory paragraphs to
each chapter, many suggestions for
activities are given. These are listed
alphabetically with a simple explanation in a sentence or two to refresh
one's memory. In some areas this is
followed by a list of other suggestions.
A leader who has much imagination
and/or experience will find this all he
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needs to help him build a well-rounded
program.
Of particular interest to some
groups will be the money-raising section. One of the clever ideas picked
out at random is "Packing service.
This service requires no equipment or
investment-only a knowledge of how
to pack clothing, china, and household
goods. Families, bachelors, or business
firms welcome such a service .. . . .. ."
A very thorough and comprehensive
list of resources is given containing
not only the organization's address but
a statement as to policies and special
services. Among other topics, this encyclopedia has excellent sections dealing with indoor and outdoor recreation, hobbies, seasonal activities, service projects, speakers' bureau and an
excellent bibliography. THE PROGRAM ENCYCLOPEDIA is a veritable treasure of information that will
be a welcome addition to the library
of any group leader, and I think he
will use it as a reference for "new"
ideas very frequently.
HELEN

MAE

OLSON

CIVIL WAR IN PICTURES
By Fletcher
$10.00)

Pratt

ANDERSONVILLE
By MacKinlay

(Henry

Kantor

Holt,

(World,

$5.00)
The renascence of interest in the
Civil War has spawned a plethora of
books during the past few years. Two
of the more recent, though strikingly
different, are valuable additions to the
collection.

Civil War in Pictures, a handsome,
oversized volume, contains hundreds of
drawings (there is not a single photograph-equipment was as yet impractical under battlefield conditions) depicting the history of the rebellion
from First Manassas, through Gettysburg and Vicksburg to Petersburg and
Five Forks. Most were published for
the first time in Harper's Weekly of
the 1860's. Curiously, the artists rarely
had difficulty crossing Confederate
lines, and as a result, a fair number
of drawings showing "enemy" camps
and installations are included. Similarly, censorship was almost unknown
and rather detailed drawings of what
today would be top military secrets
were not uncommon. The narrative,
which explains the pictures and the
context in which they were used,
draws heavily on editorials and news
stories from Harper's. Although commentary on the latter-especially that
showing exaggerated claims or downright error-is very often interesting,
the whole is somewhat disjointed,
abrupt and unfinished. There are
man y casual references to places and
things,
directions
and
landmarks
which, without the benefit of Civil
War scholarship or at least a map, are
pretty meaningless. And, for some unexplained reason, Mr. Pratt devotes
an unusual amount of space to deprecation of General McClellan. It is in·
teresting, of course, to compare the
pictorial coverage of a century ago
with that of today. The drawings, or
many of them, are concerned more
with the glamorous side of war-the
soft glow of the campfires, the long
lines of charging troops and the in-
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evitable review parades.
In only a
handful is there any evidence-and
very little at that-of the death and
reality of war.
If the Civil War artists were reluctant to submit shocking pictures, MacKinlay Kantor seems reluctant not to
write shocking copy. For he has taken
as his subject matter a page from the
history of the Confederacy, a page that
the South wishes had never been written. It is the story of a monster that
grew from the quiet plantation land
of Georgia, which lived only nineteen
months, but which, in that brief time,
devoured 14,000 Union troops and
scarred deeply and permanently more
than again that many. Andersonville
was its name-the most notorious
prison camp in the history of the
United States, if not in the history
of time. It was a stockade enclosing,
at one time, more than 30,000 men in
an area of less than thirty acres. A
prison without a single tree; without
shelter save that which could be improvised by the prisoners themselves;
without sanitary facilities of even the
crudest type; with its only water supply a small creek and a swamp, both
unbelievably befouled.
It is the story of Ira Claffey, a
planter, whose three sons died for the
Confederacy, whose wife lost her mind
as a result, whose plantation was envcloped by the stench and sordidness
of the camp. It is the story of Henry
Wirz, the German-Swiss immigrant,
who as superintendent of the camp
is a revolting, yet pathetic figure. It
is the story of decent and compassionate Confederate officers fighting frustratingly against hate-ridden and sa-
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distic superiors. But mostly it is the
story of Andersonville and the men
who lived there and died there: Of
Willie Collins, total brutality and total
depravity, and others like him, who
killed their comrades for a coin or for
a coat; of MacBean and Dreyfoos,
who found and retained the strength
and courage to lead Collins to the
gallows; of just ordinary boys-Willie
Mann and Eric Torrosian and countless others-who dreamed dreams and
in most cases, dreamed in vain.
Andersonville might be viewed as
the epitome of the tragedy of the Civil
War, a distillate of incredible suffering and incredible glory; of hate and
love; of courage and cowardice; of
humanity and inhumanity. Bruce Catton (A Stillness at Appomatox), a
Civil War scholar in his own right,
has called Andersonville the greatest
Civil War novel he has ever read (it is
certainly one of the longest-760
pages). Mr. Kantor is a master of the
word picture. He paints stark tragedy
and soul-stirring beauty with equal
facility. He can reach into the depths
with one hand and yet touch the sky
with the other. And, although he does
not allow the reader to forget the
tragedy, this is not sordidness for its
own sake. The final scene is one of
beauty and hope. It is of Ira Claffey,
walking through the now deserted
stockade, turning himself resolutel y
toward his plantation and his mind
toward the future, symbolized in his
thpughts of his crops. This is a story
of men, weak and strong, hoping and
despairing, men with vision and foresight and perspective and men with
myopic minds and souls, and it is a
story well told.
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PERElMAN'S HOME COMPANION
By S. J. Perelman (Simon and
Schuster, $3.50)
Like the chap who had much
traveled in the realms of gold, this reviewer is footsore from exploring the
highways and byways of contemporary
humor. He is thus in a position to say
with considerable authority that real
humor (as contrasted to comedy,
farce, witticisms, and the unconscious
humor of such serious types as politicians, scientists, and clergymen) is a
commodity so rare as to be generally
classifiable in the category of pearls of
great price.
One might even go so far as to say
that there are only four really funny
men presently extant in English letters.
These would be Claud Cockburn, Ogden Nash, P. G. Wodehouse, and Sidney Joseph Perelman.
Equipped with little more than
chronic indigestion, an advanced myopia, and a free-swinging literary style,
Maitre Perelman has devoted himself
to the task of showing his contemporaries "the significance of the insignificant" (Kretzmann, Geschichte der
antiken humoristischen Wissenschaften,
Krefeld, 1928). Himself an insignificant little commuter in a tattered mustache, Perelman is uniquely equipped
to speak on behalf of those who, like
him, are beset and distressed by the
tyrants of our age-in-laws, advertis-
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ing men, snooty salesmen, and the
young.
Perelman's Home Companion (Library of Congress Catalog Number
55-10046) is an important contribution
to American humor and will, we dare
prophesy, go far toward relieving its
author's chronic shortage of funds.

MAX SHULMAN'S GUIDED TOUR
OF CAMPUS HUMOR
(Hanover House, $2.95)
While Max Shulman (Barefoot Boy
With Cheek, The Feather Merchants)
w was attending the University of Minnesota he was a member of the staff
of that school's humor magazine. Since
those days he has retained an interest
in college-level humor and this rather
large book (456 pages) is the result
of this interest. He has gathered, from
a tremendous variety of sources, articles, stories, jokes, poems, puns, etc.
and has classified and arranged them
into this volume. If you agree with
Shulman that college humor is special
and funny then you will enjoy this
book. If, on the other hand, you have
a suspicion that much of it is forced
(and some of it in bad taste) and that
"' '
it is really only funny to other collegians, then you will find this book
a good verification of your susp1c10n.
I plowed through much of the book
and concluded that college humorlike spicy food- is best taken in small
doses.
't(' i

A Minority
Report
-----------By

Gary GOP
Headquarters

V I CT0 R

F.

H 0 F FM A N N

the wrong church. As a matter
of fact, the Gary Republicans
had more to offer in at least one
respect than the Gary Democrats.
In charge of the GOP headquarters was a lovely and poised
young girl.
What's more, this girl is a so·
cial phenomenon. A girl, just
twenty years old, had been
placed in charge of a poltical
party headquarters in a city
where people play the game "for
keeps but good." This baffled
me a little for I have always
heard that the Republicans were
interested on 1 y in economic
royalists like Averill Harriman
of New York and other far-flung
interests. More remarkable is the
fact that she has been doing odd
jobs for the Republican party
since the age of sixteen.

This columnist has been telling his friends and colleagues
that he would not be caught
dead in a Republican headquarters anytime or anyplace. He
now has a confession to make:
.J.
though he has not been caught
dead in such a place, he has late• ly spent some time and effort in
the Republican headquarters at
Gary, Indiana.
Of course this defection was
prompted by research activities.
One of the students in my department of government has
been investigating the nature of
•
the Republican campaign appeal
to the Negro in Gary. Any decent
11
teacher would want to help him
~
and to share in this experience,
but of course.
·- :,.
I will be the first to admit the
~
first impressions were good even
if I did feel that I had knelt in

~

Miss Sharon Hanley
Since the age of sixteen, Miss
Sharon Hanley has done any
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number of varied and interesting jobs for the party and its
members: she has been a babysitter for the children of party
stalwarts who follow a tedious
round of meetings, has handed
out literature, answered phones,
helped on poll books, and has
just generally kept herself in the
political current. And now in
the 1955 campaign, she has
guarded the temple itself.
Above and beyond all this, she
is a delightful personality. She is
friendly and not at all like the
Coolidge persimmon image I
had been nursing in my mind
since first I turned to the Democratic Party. She was so much unlike the sternness of Herbert
Hoover. And all this work for
the party and she has not been
able to vote as yet. Something
must be happening to the Grand
Old Party (with an emphasis on
the Old) or I have not been
around as much as I sometimes
think.
Miss Hanley, Irish as they
come (I think), is a devoted
member of the Central Christian
Congregation (Disci pIes) in
Gary. She sees a high correlation
between her religious motivations and her dedicated compulsion to serve the Republican
Party. With some merit, she argued that the Democratic Party
of Gary was getting to be too

1

corrupt for her. She commented:
if you are highly religious, how
can you stay out of politics?
Well?
Miss Hanley's aspirations are
pointed to work in the church.
If she cannot become a minister in her church, she would like
to serve the church as a youth
director. But how is she going to
stay out of politics?

\<.
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The Religious-Political
Personality
A few political scientists see
this correlation between religion
and politics in a similarity between political work in the precinct and religious work in the
parish. The precinct captain, like
the parish priest, devotes a good
part of his day to the creation
and maintenance of contacts
with the people in his political
parish. He keeps a detailed file
of the voters in his parish, of
the potential voters, of the
people that move in, and of the
people that move out. Like the
faithful minister, the faithful
precinct captain knows the family life of his people, their desires and wants, their troubles
and their tragedies, their psychological strengths and weaknesses.
The minister does this to be of
service to his parish and that he
might by all means save some.
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The precinct captain does this to
be of service to his community
and that he might by all means
win votes for his party.

said,' he will tell you with quite
a show of sentiment, 'helping out
a pal in trouble-that's all there
is in life.' "

The good and efficient precinct captains that some of us
have known, like the good and
efficient preachers some of us
know, are always standing on
street corners, figuratively and
literally, and standing therefore
in the mid-stream of life's tragedies and comedies. Richard Rovere, the well-known political
journalist, has described such a
street-corner politico, McGuinness by name, in The New
Yorker (January 12 and 19,
1946): "At a time when the public is apt to be cynical about
politicians and their motives,
such standing as McGuinness enjoys is not easily won or maintained. He tends his vineyard by
day and by night. He is probably the only politician in the
city who still follows the old
custom of holding court on a
street corner and greeting
passers-by by name. Every Saturday evening and Sunday afternoon, in seasonable weather, he
posts himself outside a store on
the corner of Manhattan and
Norman Avenues, Greenpoint's
main intersection, and has a few
words with the strollers. 'That's
when I give me people the big
hello,' he says ... .'As the fellow

~

Precinct Captains and
Blighted Areas
During the past few weeks,
several prominent church leaders
have made headlines by pointing
to an irrelevancy practiced by
some prominent Protestant denominations. The irrelevancy is
this: in spite of the fact that a
good part of a church's obligation is to minister to the poor
and the depressed (regardless of
race, creed, and color), Protestant denominations are beginning to move their churches out
of the depressed areas of the
ottes. Specifically, church extension and mission boards are
moving their operations out of
the blighted and depressed areas
into the more pretentious and
auspicious suburban and rurban
areas.
I feel that I do know to a certain degree about these things
because of actual experience. I
have worked with groups who
feel that a church ought not be
established (or ought to be removed from an area) where the
Negroes, the Jews, the lower
classes, and the like are moving
in. To put it bluntly, such
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churches and their representatives are refusing to give the
evangelical "Big Hello" to one
and all. Or to put it in the
language of the Christian ethic,
such churches and their representatives are not being all
things to all men. It is also possible that the road to hell might
be bordered by the walls of
churches that have dedicated
themselves to the "right people."
Nor is the Guardian of Zion going to ask you about what the
"rif-ra££" did to your property
values.
It is possible that the precinct

captains and the poltical workers "'
will not abdicate, that they will
attend any vineyard by day and
by night, and that they will hold
court on blighted street-comers
with the booming "Big Hello."
It is true that this is being done
in part for votes and to main- 'r
tain the administration, and to )get on the "gravy train." To say
this and to offer this as an ex- ~,...
cuse does not remove the hard
facts of an abdicating church
and of Christians who refuse to ...
give the evangelical Hello.
Do "good people" always call
their shots and their spots?

IN-r•r_a_a_o.-

"PUT OFF THY SHOES--"
(Ex. iii. 5)
I think, if I had not grown soft
From walking shod upon the earth,
And, living under beam and loft,
Intolerant of sunlight's worth,
I never should put on a shoe,
All ground being hoi y under tread,
Or, with divineness filling blue,
Suffer a hat upon my head.
-LORI PETRI

....
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THE MOTION PICTURE
By

ANNE HANSEN

Film festivals are a popular
attraction in Europe. Each year
Cannes, Venice, Edinburgh, and
other European cities stage
events of this kind during the
summer months.
This year an American was
asked to be a member of the
nine-man jury of the Sixteenth
International Festival of Cinematographic Arts, held in Venice. This was the first time an
American has served on any
European film festival board of
judges.
Arthur Knight, film critic for
The Saturday Review, has recorded some of his impressions
of the Venice festival in a recent
.., issue of the magazine He says
,.~
that film festivals not only are
"by all odds the most popular
y tourist bait on the European
travel scene" but have come to
be recognized "as a sort of inter' national shop-window in which
nations from both sides of the
Iron Curtain display their cine• ~ matic wares." The festival programs, he adds, afford an opportunity to measure the artistic
standards of the films exhibited

and to disseminate propaganda
as well.
Mr. Knight reports that the
Soviet and other totalitarian
governments make excellent use
of that opportunity. This year,
for example, the USSR exhibited
at Venice a fine adaptation of a
comedy by Chekov, a superb
film version of Moussorgsky's
Boris Godounov, and an out-andout propaganda film which depicts the "liberation" of Latvia
by the Soviet Army. In this way,
as Mr. Knight observes, "they
intermingled art and politics in
one balanced package."
The United States did not fare
so well. The American entries at
Venice - The Kentuckian, The
Big Knife, To Catch a Thief,
and The Blackboard jungle were "neither artistically nor politically advantageous to us." In
her vigorous and successful protest against the showing of The
Blackboard jungle Clare Boothe
Luce, United States Ambassador
to Italy, asked, "Why should
American companies send over
this kind of picture? What can
be done to get better ones?"

-
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Regular readers of this column
will recall that I have often deplored the fact that films which
grossly misrepresent the United
States and our way of life find
their way into foreign markets.
Foreigners simply do not understand the exaggerations and the
false conceptions that are injected into all too many productions. Nor can we expect them to
see our "problem" pictures in
their proper perspective. They
believe what they see and hear.
To them this is a true picture of
the United States of America.
This is damaging enough
when the pictures are shown in a
routine manner in movie theaters. The matter is even more
serious when they are a part of
competitive international exhibitions. Mr. Knight tells us,
"Each year the international
press which swarms about the
festival has had a field criticizing
the American entries for their
unbridled violence and naked
sadism." He con c I u des his
thought-provoking article with a
warning:
Something must be done to
get our best pictures to the
European festivals . The festivals
want them, the Europeans love
them. And every time we send
less than our best, any time we
send the cheap, the sensational,
the money-grubbing, we risk
losing the esteem of hundreds
of thousands of Europeans.

The appalling crime record of

Phenix City, Alabama-labeled x
Sin City, U.S.A.-has been widely publicized in the daily newspapers and in many periodicals.
It is a sordid story of vice, graft,
prositution, lawlessness, and corruption. Periodically the decent
citizens of Phenix City had tried .,. in vain to bring about muchneeded reform but had been able
to do little or nothing to over- ~
throw a powerful and solidly entranched crime ring. Late in 1
1951 a new organization, head- ..
eel by ten courageous and incorruptible men, was formed.
Three months later the home of
one of the leaders was totally demolished by a bomb. This outrage finally galvanized the Russell County Betterment Association into determined and united 4- action. The Phenix Story (Allied
Artists, Phil Karlson) recounts
the events which followed the "bombing. This is a shocking
story, told with documentary directness and simplicity. Since the
film was made in Phenix City, the" ~
settings are completely authentic. •
Some of the persons actively engaged in the crusade against the lr
crime bosses appear in the picture. Richard Kiley, John McIntire, and Edward Andrews are f
outstanding in leading roles. The ;.
supporting cast is excellent.
Another chapter from the his- \r
tory of our times comes to life

DECEMBER

•

._

.."'
• ;
•
..,
-1

' t
--1

in To Hell and Back (UniversalInternational, C i n e m aS c o p e
Technicolor, Jesse Hibbs), the
real-life story of Audie Murphy,
the young Texan who is not
only the most-decorated GI of
World War II but the mostdecorated hero in the history of
our nation. At the age of seventeen Audie Murphy enlisted in
the U. S. Army-after he had
been declared "unfit for combat" by the Navy and the Marines. Three years later his name
was known to fighting men all
over the world.
In To Hell and Back Murphy
plays himself in the s am e
straightforward and unassuming
manner which has characterized
his earlier appearances on the
screen. A foreword by General
Bedell Smith vouches for the
authenticity of the feats performed in the film by the young
war hero. They are, General
Smith tells us, an accurate reenactment of Murphy's deeds in
combat. This is a sobering,
deeply moving production, depicting as it does not only the
horror and futility of war but
the almost superhuman demands
war makes on the men-and boys
-who carry our banners on the
battlefield. Murphy is supported
by a fine cast.
Th e Left Hand of God (20th
Century-Fox, CinemaScope, De-
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Luxe Color, Edward Dmytryk)
treads on dangerous ground in a
production which the industry
labels an "off-beat film." This is
the story of an American flier
who escapes from the stronghold
of a Chinese war lord in clerical
garb taken from the body of a
Roman Catholic priest who has
been murdered by Chinese ruffians. Against his will the flier
is forced by circumstances to
continue the masquerade.
I am unalterably opposed to
any picture-or play-which in
any way attacks, or detracts from,
the dignity, the beauty, and the
truth of religion. It seems to me
that The Lelft Hand of God is
guilty on all counts.
The film version of Davis
Grubb's widely read tale of the
mad itinerant preacher has lost
none of the nightmarish qualities
which characterized the novel.
The Night of the Hunter (United Artists, Charles Laughton) is
sordid and ugly. Charles Laughton's attempts to add to the suspense and the horror of the action misfire completely. Each
time Robert Mitchum-in the
role of the psychopathic preacher
-lifted up his voice in a mad
'howl, the audience howled right
with him. In derision, I think.
But it could have been anguish.
For those who have not grown
weary of the current spate of talk
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about psychiatry and the part
psychiatry plays in all that we do
or think or say or dream The
Cobweb (M-G-M, CinemaScope,
Vincente Minelli) may be rewarding entertainment-or, perhaps, even strong meat. Personally, I have grown weary of empty,
high-sounding talk-talk which,
in the end, to borrow from the
Bard, "signifies nothing."
I like what motion picture
critic Philip Hamburger wrote
about Ulysses (Lux: Paramount,
Mario Camerini). As nearly as I
can recall, this is what Mr. Hamburger said: "Seven writers from
the Island of Celluloid went out
in pursuit of an old man called
Homer. They caught up with
him, and, to employ the hallowed Greek expression, the Let
Him Have It. I must add And
How!" One favorable aspect remains from the ensuing shambles
-the truly magnificent technicolor photography.
Next we have five pictures
taken from the history of our
own West and Southwest. The
Tall Men (20th Century-Fox,
Raoul Walsh) in superb CinemaScope and technicolor photography; The Last Command (Republic, Frank Lloyd), which
takes us from Texas to Montana territory; The Scm·let Coat
(M-G-M, John Sturgis), a fine

film which recounts the story of ..
Benedict Arnold; Kiss of Fire
(Universal-International), set in
the closing years of the seventeenth century; and Seven Cities
of Gold (20th Century-Fox),
which relates the adventures of
Father Junipero Serra, the
courageous priest who did so r
much to bring Christianity and
civilization to the area now .,.. ·
known as California.
For adventure in foreign lands
we have Blood Alley (Warners, •
William Wellman), an exciting
tale about the escape of an entire Chinese village from Communist domination, and Desert
Sands (United Artists), another
chapter from the blood-andthunder records of the French
Foreign Legion.
Three gay and lighthearted
musical films are being shown at
present: The Girl Rush (Paramount), My Sister Eileen (Columbia), and Gentlemen Marry
Brunettes (United Artists).

~
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Pictorially Aida, an Italian im- •
port, is an outstanding production. But the soundtrack is in- ~
ferior and does not do justice to \.,
Verdi's immortal music.
Another Italian film, The f
Young Caruso, is undistinguished )..
fare. The glorious voice of Mario
del Monaco suffers from poor .,.
recording.
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WINTER
silent trees interlace
numb fingers of wood
in gloom rubbing November
praying in cathedral clouds
above a sepulchre city
drenched in noise
drowned in colossal moments
washed in time.
fumes of destruction hang decay
in a senile season
curling edges of cold nip
man in his fire wrinkling fury
gripping the throat of agony
until sleep
streams relief in quilting snow;
leaving only slanting cowled trees
praying out darkness
standing meditations
and cleansing man's irrational
grime of loneliness.
- HARLAND RISTAU
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.. WITH NO TOUCH OF HAND
The melodies that come from strings,
from ivory, from bow,
lift the listeners on wings
that go
beyond the areas of earth.
Of equal worth
are the melodies that rise
from wave of creek
to clouds afloat that lift the eyes:
there speak
the silence tuned to rhythm; far,
and star and star
that decorate the heavens, scales
of luminosity.
Song has never narrow pales;
believe, and see
reflected in the wave of brook
sky where children look.

-1 OSEPH 1OEL

KEITH

..
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SLEEPY HOLLOW
Van Tassel's acres now are more productive,
Electric barn and kitchen less erratic,
His wife's resplendent board is more seductive
Than ever, and the whole thing's automatic.
Young Ichabod can't count his lands or leases;
His wage is for a fixed apartment dweller.
(He thanks his stars for little pay increases
That let him move out of Van Tassel's cellar.)
It's just as well, for Ichabod has no time
To potter in a garden. First his evenings
Must go to lesson planning, next (at show time)
To grading the Van Tassel childrens' leavings.
Then Crane, while Tassel shaves appropriations, .
Sells shoes to keep from starving through vacations.

•
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-PHILIP APPLEMAN
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Probably nothing that we could say
has not answered the question which
he set for himself in his ·title. The
would prevent some people from reading this year's Christmas Garland as
question itself is a formidable one and
a partisan attack. We would, nevermay be intrinsically unanswerable.
But one never knows whether a questheless, like to make it clear that our
tion is unanswerable until he has made
quarrel is not with political parties,
a strong attempt to answer it.
and certainly not with individual parAt the very least, Mr. Corbett retisans, but with the idols of midminds us ·that
c e n t u r y America.
church architecture,
These, as we identilike church music
fy them, are Peace,
or any other art
as an end in itself
form employed in
and irrespective of
the service of the
its cost; Prosperity,
church, m u s t be
defined as an
abundance of things
(or at least attempt
c a s i I y obtainable;
to be} a proclamaand Patriotism of
tion of the Gospel.
t h e "my country
Perhaps a church
right or wrong" vastructure can not be
riety.
"Lutheran" or
'The worship of
"Episcopalian" o r
these idols cuts
"Methodist" in the
across racial, ethsense that one could
nic, economic, soidentify the denomcial, religious, and
ination by looking
PROBLEMS
political lines. Ediat the building. But
CONTRIBUTORS
certainly a church
tors of the CRESSET
should be readily
a re as addicted to
FINAL NOTES
identifiable as a
their worship as are
house of God. It
any other children
of the mid-century.
can be said with all
honesty t h a t Mr.
That is why we
Corbett has shown, in his work, that
have chosen to go gunning for them.
churches can be designed to be thus
For why should we go blasting other
identifiable.
men's idols when we have idols enough
of our own?
And so another year ends. All of the
~
mem bers of the editorial board and
We feel signally honored to be perall of the people who do the real
mitted to print the observations of one
work on the CRESSET join in wishing
of our own country's truly first-rate
all of you a Christmas brightened by
architects, Mr. Mario Corbett. We
the love of God and a new year of
consider it no discredit to Mr. Corfaith, and hope, and love.
bett to say that, in our judgment, he
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